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France, and moie! 
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ost lioiTor villains arc mule, so when females appear in the role of the “bad guy,” they real- 
ly stand out. Is it because they are more comple.x? Or because they are, in essence, insep- 
arable from the idea that they are females as is the ease with "La Femme", the unusual 
antagonist of Alexandre Bustillo and Julien Maury's punishing French slasher Hick, 



Inside (a.k.a. A I'interieur) — our cover story. 

A few murderous maidens of note who are motivated by (and inseparable from) conspicuously gender- 
specific concerns include May Canaday {Mav\ Came White (Cairie). Mane (High Tension), Pamela 
Voorhees (Friday the !3fh). Rose (Rabid), Nola Carveth (The Brood). The Madam of the House (Miike’s 
"Imprint”), Asami Yamazaki (Audition), One Fyc ( Thriller: A Cniel Picture), Sil (the Species films). Gin- 
ger Fitzgei'aid (Ginger Snaps). Ruth Chandler ( The Girl Next Door), the depraved Mother/Daughlcr duo 
from Singapore Sling, the notorious Isia (She Wolf of the S.S.) and, hell, even the Queen Alien, who has a 
reason to kill that no male could ever possess. 

But even Giger’s extrateirestrial monster, which pumps out nasty acid-bleeding, throat-fucking, gen- 
derless parasites, can't compete with the relentless, medical scLssor-wiclding stalker in Inside. In her, we 
have a rare brand of red-lcllcr female villain. A capli\ aling. complex character driven by complex moti- 
vations that compel her to tirelessly pursue a recently widowed pregnant woman with a single spoil in 
mind: an unborn child, which she plans to rip from the womb. 

Known only as La Femme (played to gruesome perfection by eccentric French actress Beatrice Dalle), 
the mysterious, unstoppable stalker seethes with myriad ernotions - intense hatred, envy, desperation, sad- 
ness. tenderness, barbaric desire and sadistic joy - as she unleashes a level of cruelty upon her victim that 
drove many viewers out during the film’s festival screenings. 

With its pregnancy theme and Y-chromosome killer, Inside is a distinctly female movie. Like many 
films of its ilk (it fits the slasher template rather snugly), it's still obsessed with torturing gals, but it’s the 
thoughtful woman-on-woman violence that sets it apart from its American counterparts. Both characters 
are broken, depressed, destroyed on the inside, but at the same time quite possibly the strongest the genre 
has ever seen, likely because they are mobilized not by the tear of death, but by a powerful matcraal 
instinct to protect (or take) what is rightfully theirs. Ultimately. La Femme is more than your average 
slasher: dressed in black, she is death - a metaphor for Stillbirth- 

Bearing excessive bloodshed, outright butchery and delicate subject matter, it’s no surprise Inside was 
made outside of the Hollywood studio system. It was conceived by two young French/7icn a child they 
nurtured and carefully protected from censors who brandish their own kind of dangerous scissors. In the 
shockingly sanguinaiy film, an explosion of extreme violence spills forth, like so much embryonic fluid, 
charmed by the kind of sophisticated arty gore it seems only the French can offer these days. 

Artistically, if reminds me a little of my favourite short hoiror movie. Nacho Cerda’s Aftermath, anoth- 
er foreign masterpiece. Both films have similar meditative qualities about life and death and the nature of 
their dynamic, yet are often vilified and dismissed by the casual viewer as offensive “gore films." Under- 
standably. they ask a lot of viewers, who are often too lazy, thin-skinned or just plain scared to dig deep 
into a film, then within themselves, which is really the way to the heart of a story like Inside. 

1 love films that capably challenge people, ones that apply pressure, provoke controversy, extreme emo- 
tions and radical views. Like A ftennalh's signature corpse-defiier. Inside's bad beauty yields diverse emo- 
tional reactions, some natural (fear of losing a child — or having one), some repugnant (a .suggestive, per- 
versely amorous quality is undeniably present in La Femme), some shocking (her repeated attempts at 
foetal trauma). 

Fundamentally. Inside is an art film, a gorgeous, grand guignol-slylc blood ballet, dressed-to-kill with 
dignified feminine beauty. At the same time, it’s a colossally draining experience for hodi genders, which 
is what makes it a tiue success as a horror film, and La Femme an equally successful villain. 

Personally, my uterus hurts just thinking about her. Yours will too. 
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I HAVE NEVER BEEN so grateful for 
an upcoming horror director to come along 
and breathe new life into me. I am referring 
to .liin Mickle, and [star/co-writcr] Nick 
Damici. 1 thought their film Miitbern- Street 
w'ould be just another fly-by-night horror 
film, but it was not. I enjoyed the words of 
encouragement and dedication they offered, 
which all up-and-coming Him students or 
nimmakers should hear. Thank you so much 
guys, good luck to you. 

Jeremiah Vargo - San Diego, Californa 

GEORGE ROMERO got his inspiration 
for Night of the Living Dead from Richard 
Matheson's I Am Legendl Oh my! Unless 1 
am misreading your comments in “Note from 
Underground” {RjMh76), you don't like the 
idea that someone’s “intellectual propeily” 
can be used as a springboard foi' a new story. 
Historically, all artists' works, in any medium, 
have always inspired other artists for countless 
centuries (ask William Shakespeare or Walt 
Disney). There is a big difference between a 
work of art inspiring another artist and out- 
right plagiarism. If the corporations succeed in 
persuading congress to completely revamp US 
copyright law (as a reaction the internet), the 
artist as we know him will nearly vanish. 
Imagine trying to create an original work of art 
with no references to any pre-existing w'ork. It 
' will be clo.se to impossible. I support “ripping" 

creativity from the culture and “mixing" it into 
something new. I abhor plagiarism. 

1 Don l.aniclin - Warwick. Rhode Island 

I'VE ALWAYS APPRECIATED the 

I level ofprofessionalism that all of you bring to 

I the hoiTor genre through the pages of your 

great magazine. Dave Alexander’s review of / 
j Am Legend tilled "The Last Prince Of Bel- 

Air” was met with mixed emotions. While it 
dissects the less-than-stellar effort with a keen 
sensibility, with a knowledge of both the orig- 
inal story' and its two 111m adaptations, Da\e 
reduces any appropriate observations to mere 
schoolyard squabbling by repeatedly using the 
phrase "douche” to refer to Lawrence.'Protose- 


vicli/Goldsman/Smith’s Robert Neville. This 
is the sort of comment I would expect to hear 
come out of the mouth of a pretentiously sar- 
castic teenager upon exiting the theatre. 1 
guess this is upsetting because I expect a cer- 
tain seriousness towards the horror world from 
your magazine, too often fanatics like myself 
are shunned for even pursuing these genre 
interests. Eun is fun, bad is bad, and speech is 
free, but this seems to be an angry misstep that 
comes from a more puerile vantage point. It’s 
one step away from using “gay” as an adjec- 
tive. 

Reed Eldridge - New York, New York 

REVIEWS SUCH AS [those published in 
the article] “The Politics of Gialli” by Jason 
Pichonsky are why 1 decided to become a sub- 
scriber. I love giallos probably beyond reason 
and was thrilled he highlighted two relatively 
unknown gems in the genre. I agree with near- 
ly all he said. Glass Dolls is perhaps not a true 
giallo, but is still effective as a thriller. I also 
agree that Cicorgc Lazenby's rather emaciated 
appearance in Who Saw Her Die! is rather 
striking. 1 only wish he could have said more 
about Ennio Morriconc’s "children’s choir” 
score, for it is absolutely chilling! 1 think it 
truly is one of the creepiest scores ever com- 
posed for a movie. The score, coupled with the 
film’s Venice setting (used for eerie effect 
almost as successfully it was in Don 't Look 
Now) makes Who Saw Her Die? one of the 
scariest, and best, giallos ever. 

I'rent Daniel - address withheld 

THAN K YOU for your intetvdew with 
Brian Keene. 1 was introduced to his work in 
2007 then blazed through his canon. If I didn't 
already read your magazine regularly, it would 
have started with that issue. 

Todd Bristow - uglycouchshow.com 

I’M WRITING [because] I feel aneedto 
defend Jack Ketchum. his works and. most 
impoilantly. the film adaptation of The Girl 
Next Door. It shows a realistic, accurate depic- 
tion of the kind of horrors that really do take 


place every single day. The only problem that 
I can sec with people watching this film is that 
it was taken from true events that have been 
slightly embellished. 1 give Jack Ketchum, as 
well as the creators of the adaptation, respect 
for bringing real homor to a genre oversatural- 
ed with stale remakes and copycats. 

Ryan Coby - Richmond, Illinois 


PEOPLE SEEM to be taking exception to 
Hie Girl Next Door, the fact that it was cov- 
ered in your hallowed pages, and the fact it 
was even put to film at all. 1 can say this: it is 
a story that deserves to be told, and America 
deserves to be made aware that while the novel 
itself is fictional, the incident it depicts is real. 
As such. Rue Moigue is absolutely justified in 
covering it because if that is not horror, noth- 
ing is. As far as one thinking it titillating or 
sexually arousing to pedophiles, one should 
read the book and then .sec if one changes 
his/her mind. 

Nick Ferrara 
- Franklin Square, New \brk 


I WAS READING the comments section 
in RMU76. I w'as a little upset to find so much 
negative feedback to the film The Girt Next 
Door. 1 realize the story was embellished but 1 
thought it was tastefully done. Evil like that 
does exist and 1 don't think you have to be a 
pedophile to find it interesting. For those of 
you who would rather pretend this kind of 
thing doesn’t happen, 1 suggest you watch 
family movies like Happy Feet and leave 
movies like The Girl Next Door for people 
who can appreciate the true battle of good vs. 
evil. 

Kelly Cheezum 
- Philadelphia, Pennsylvania 


We encojrage reader to send their comments via - 
tmcUl or e-mail. Letlers may be edited for length and/or 
content Please send to into@rue-morgije.com or: 

POST MORTEM 

C/0 RUE MORGUE MAGAZINE 
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Rue Morgue Cinema launches first feature-length project, releases new short 



Frcsil off the completion of his third short 
lilm. The Fuels in the Case of Mister Hol- 
low. Rue Morgue president Rodrigo Gudino 
has announced plans to lake on his first 
full-length feature project, a remake of the 
1972 Spanish horror period piece Cut 
Throats Nine. 

"Cut Throats Nine is. at heart, a very 
gripping stoi-y that is full of possibilities in 
tenns of its characters and situations,” 
Gudifio explains. “The basic story is there 
and it's a very good one. and that is the cor- 
nerstone to a good movie." 

Infamously touted as “possibly the most 
violent Hurowestem ever made” by Psv- 
chotronic Video Guide, Cut Throats Nine 
(a.k.a. Coiidenados a vivir) has long 
enjoyed a cult reputation as an underrated 
grindhouse staple, serving up a bleak yet 
gleefully mean-spirited lake on the 
spaghetti western punctuated with surpris- 
ing splashes of low-rent, over-thc-top gore. 

The film tells the story of seven murder- 
ous prisoners, all shackled together, who 
are being transported by Union soldiers 
from their detail at a gold mine to a fort 
where they will finish their life sentences. 
But when the party is ambushed by bandits, 
only the prisoners, a sergeant and his beau- 
tiful teenage daughter survive. Stranded in 
a snowy mountain pass without horses or a 
wagon, the sergeant pledges to get his pris- 
oners to their destination, all the while try- 
ing to protect his daughter from the blood- 
thirsty chain gang and determine which one 
of the seven raped and murdered his wife. 

Though Gudino describes the film as 
"crude, unpolished and in many ways 
unllnished.” he says the potential behind 
Cut Throats Nine's classic talc of greed. 


murder and revenge makes it an 
ideal subject for Rue Morgue Cine- 
ma’s foray into feature-length film- 
making. 

“1 wanted to tackle something that 
was narratively straightforward for 
my first feature and also something 
that I was not completely emotionally 
invested in,” he says. "There is a cer- 
tain objective quality to remaking 
somebody else’s film that appeals to 
me as a first-time feature filmmaker." 

Rue Morgue Cinema, an offshoot 
of Rue Morgue magazine, has 
cleared the rights for the film and 
received blessings from writcr/direc- 
lor Joaquin Luis Romero Marchent 
and co-writer Santiago Moncada, 
both of whom Gudino says are "very 
supportive and excited” to see their 
material remade for a modem audi- 
ence. Gudino has also completed an 
early draft of the script - co-written 
with Rue Morgue contributor Joseph 
O'Brien {Robocop: Prime Direc- 
tives) - which he reveals will remain 
faithful to the source material. 

“The original film was shot in a style very 
much of its time and under budgctaiy con- 
straints, and though the spirit of the film sur- 
vives, the story could be made a lot stronger.” 
Gudino says. “1 would say it’s a very faithfiil 
retelling of the story, only much more twist- 
ed, violent, intense and horrific than the orig- 
inal." 

Marco Pccota. Rue Morgue's financial con- 
troller and producer of Gudiho’s shorts, is on 
board to produce Cut Throats Nine. 

The announcement of this project comes 
on the heels of the completion of The Facts 


in the Cu.se of Mister Hollow, Gudifio’s fol- 
low-up to The Demonology of Desire and 
The Eyes of Edward James. Co-directed by 
award-winning visual artist and musician 
Vincent Marcone ( MyPetSkeleion.com. 
Johnny Hollow). Mister Hollow centres on 
the investigation of an unusual photograph 
dating back to the 1930s, which reveals a 
hidden tale of kidnapping and murder in the 
details. The film begins its festival run this 
spring; check out ruc-morgue.com for news 
and updates on upcoming screenings. 

Chris Boutet 
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Convention to celebrate 
30 years of Halloween this fall 





25 Years Of Terror Guests: (left to right) Chris Durand (H20), Jim Winburn (H-1), Tom Morga (H-4), organizer 
Sean Clark, Don Shanks (H-5), Brad Loree (H-B), Dick Warlock (H-2 & H-3), and George P Wilbur (H-4 & H-6). 


Thirty years after the night he came 
home, fans of the Halloween franchise will 
head to Pasadena. California to celebrate 
the silver anniversary of John Carpenter’s 
iconic slasher. Called 30 Years of Terror, 
the fan-organized convention will take 
place from October 31 to November 2 and 
will feature personalities involved with 
every film in the series 

This will be the second Halloween con- 
vention organized by Scan Clark, who also 
put together a 25th anniversary event in 
Pasadena called Halloween Returns to 
Haddonficld the inspiration for the 2006 
documentary Halloween: 25 Years of Ter- 
ror. That convention featured celebrity 
guests from across the franchise, from Dick 
Warlock {Halloween IT Halloween HI) to 
Danielle Harris {Halloween 4. Halloween 
5. Rob Zombie’s Halloween), a bus tour of 
original Halloween and Halloween II 
shooting locations, panel discussions and 
other fan events. This time. Clark intends 
to greatly expand the celebration for 30 
Years ofTerror. 

“So far. we have a bunch of new guests i 
from the Halloween family coming that 
were not at the 25th. like Tom Atkins [star 
of Halloween ///], Tommy Lee Wallace 
[Halloween HI writer/director], John 
Michael Graham [Bob 
Simms from the original 
Halloween]. Lance Guest 
[Jimmy from Halloween If] 
and more." he says. “We are 
still working on the big guns 
and things are looking 
good.” 

While Halloween co-star 
P.J. Soles is one of the head- 
line guests, no Halloween 
personality is too obscure to 
make this year’s list, which includes every- 
one from Tom Proctor (Truck Driver from 
Halloween 6) to Harlow Marks (Bucky 
from Halloween 4). 

"Harlow thought 1 was playing a prank 
on him when I called.” says Clark. “He 


I couldn’t believe that there was a cult fol- 
lowing for Bucky the power plant worker. 
When I told him there was a website called 
Ducky’s Power Plant he was in shock.” 

Clark is still on the hunt for Stacey 
Nelkin (Hllie from Halloween IIP) 
and Wendy Kaplan (Tina from 
Halloween J), two of the most 
requested guests. 

The 3Uth anniversary gathering 
will also feature a much grander 
scale Hon'or’s Hallowed Grounds 
bus tour. The tour will be expand- 
ed to six hours in order to include 
locations from some of the 
sequels, as well as some non-//a/- 
loween sites, such as the church 
from John Carpenter’s The Fog and 
Nancy’s house from A Nightmare on Elm 
Street. Other new highlights include a prop 
miLscum. plus Alan Howarth (composer on 
Halloween II through 6) playing a live set 
of Halloween music. 


The 30 Years of Terror convention isn’t 
strictly for devotees of the original films, 
however. Clark plans to make Rob Zom- 
bie’s Halloween just as big a part of the fes- 
tivities, as he points out that the remake has 
turned a whole new generation of younger 
fans onto the franchise. There will be more 
cast members from Zombie’s film in atten- 
dance than any other Halloween install- 
ment. 

“The fact that it was a camco-fest has a 
lot to do with that,” Clark admits. And 
while he says that it’s unlikely there will be 
a 35lh anniversary celebration, Clark isn’t 
counting out more Halloween conventions. 

“1 said I would never do another one after 
the 25th and here we are now, so who 
knows. Anything’s possible, I guess.” 

For more infonnation. including a regu- 
larly updated guest list, visit 30yearsofter- 
ror.com. 

■Aaron Von Lupton 
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ferrortrap.com 

If you love vintage fright fiicks, visit this online muse- 
um of horror movies from 1925 to 1987. Featuring a 
comprehensive database of reviews, a TV terror sec- 
tion, features, director spotiights and more lists ffian 
you can shake a half-eaten finger at, there's no short- 
age of genre goodies here! 
roadkititoys.com 

Beanng a name that couldn’t be more suitable for this 
column, Roadkill Toys specializes in creating plush 
animals that look as though they've just been 
smashed by a sedan. The limited edition crushed crit- 
ters are vigorously safety tested and perfect for chil- 
dren of all ages who like to play with dead things. 
eviiontwolegs.com 

Sure, Corey and Jon love horror, but their devotion to 
slashers and other fright fare isn’t unconditional, as 
proven by their blog, Evil on Two Legs. There you'll 
find fond reminiscences, rants, haiku horror reviews 
and down-to-earth commentary on genre cinema via 
their “pointless observations." 
dirkstrangely.com 

Meet Dirk Strangely, the artist/writer behind Dai1<ened 
Bedtime Stones for Children and a bunch of fine art 
renderings of creatures who look as if they might 
have crawled out of one of David Rrth’s Salad Rogers 
animations. Despite the spelling errors, there’s plenty 
here for those who like strange and cartoonish art. 
coondogcemetery.com 

As the URL suggests, the Coon Dog Cemetery is an 
honest-to-goodness pet cemetery. In fact its been 
interring coon dogs (a tracking dog that’s part of the 
hound family) since 1937. Now home to die remains 
of some 185 pooches, its also an Alabama tourist 
attraction. Presumably located up that damn road. 
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Stage adaptation of Misery restores 
horror to King’s story 


It's one of the ino.st squeamish moments 
in Stephen King’s canon. In an isolated 
farmhouse. Annie Wilkes, self-proclaimcd 
“Number One Fan” of captive author Paul 
Sheldon, takes a freshly sharpened axe and 
chops off the novelist’s fool before cauteriz- 
ing the stump with a blowtorch. The scene 
was softened to a bit of nasty business with 
a sledgehammer in Rob Reiner’s 1990 
movie adaptation, but the gushing amputa- 
tion will be restored in a new production of 
Simon Moore’s stage adaptation ofMAerr 
at Toronto’s Rluma Appel Theatre this 
month. 

The play's director. David Storch. says 
that if the amputation ends up half as scary 
on stage as it plays in his imagination, the 
audience will be in for a shock. 

“You'll see Annie rolling in the cart full of 
supplies,” he explains. "You'll sec and hear 
her sharpening the axe, which is normally a 
banal farm sound but terrifying in the con- 
text. And then there’s going to be a lot of 
screaming and blood spattering and a foot 
falling into a metal bucket.” 

The brutality of the scene is part of 
Storch’s plan to deliver what he says is 
missing from many so-called “suspcnseful” 
plays; real suspense, real fear and real hor- 
ror. It’s also essential to Moore’s script, 
which stresses the mounting sense of claus- 
trophobia. hopelessness and terror of King’s 
novel by confining the action to Wilkes’s 
i'aiTnhoLise and featuring only two actors, 
played this time out by Canadian stage vets 
Tom McC'amus and Nicola Cavendish. 

Storch. who also served as The Canadian 
Stage Company’s artistic director for the 
2007-200H season, has spent a lot of time 
exploring dark themes on stage recently, 
directing Judith Thompson's Palace of the 
End (a look into the horrors of Saddam Hus- 
sein and the Abu Ghraib prison) and over- 
seeing CanStage productions of The Ele- 
pluinl Man. Little Shop ofHarror.s and Mar- 
tin McDonagh’s surreal tale of child murder 
The Pillowinan . With Misery, though, 
Storch is faced with the challenge of mount- 
ing an almost straight-out work of horror, a 
rarity in live theatre. 



Nicola Cavendish plays Annie Wilkes. 


“Horror is very hard to do in theatre.” he 
explains. “With film, you can perfectly con- 
trol and time what people see and when. You 
can have the spooky music and the killer 
slowly walking down the hallway - and a sec- 
ond later you can have the audience around 
the corner waiting for the killer. On stage, you 
cannot control exactly where the audience 
will look but you can do an awful lot to focus 
attention with timing and the movement of 
actors and lighting.” 

Storch is also relying on sound effects and 
original music to soften up his audience. He 
has commissioned a score by James Fisher 
(a.k.a. Zirco Fish), the musical force behind 
Rue Morgue's Nightmare PicUtre Theatre 
multimedia show, and artist responsible the 
magazine's Disfigures of Speech illustrations. 

“Fisher’s musical sensibilities,” Storch 
says, “mix playflil. weird and menacing aural 
textures, which are perfectly suited for the 
play’s mix of hoiTor and black comedy.” 

Storch doesn't expect any spontaneous 
fainting in the audience on opening night, but 
as far as he’s concerned you can't scare a pay- 
ing customer enough, especially where a.xes 
and blowtorches arc concerned. 

“I’m determined to get as much gore on 
stage as possible, particularly in the hobbling 
sequence.” he insists. "We owe it to the story 
to make the scene something horrible to 
watch in the best way. of course.” 

Miseiy plays at the Bluma Appel Theatre 
from May 1-31. 

James Grainger 
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Weird Stats 
HorMd Faets 


+ After changing the batteries in her toddler James’ Elmo Knows Your 
Name doll. Florida resident Melissa Bowman was shocked to hear the mal- 
functioning toy repeating one phrase over and over: "Kill James.” 

+ The Exorcist was edited in a studio located at 666 Fifth Avenue in Man- 
hattan. 

+ The Tudors believed that rheumatism could be cured by wearing the skin 
of a donkey. 

+ The mayor of the small village of Sarpourenx in southwest France recent- 
ly threatened the town’s 260 residents with “severe punishment” should any 
of them die because the local cemetery is full and the village has thus far 
been unable to acquire new land to house their dead. 

+ Dracula has appeared in more films than any other fictitious character. 

+ Playboy founder Hugh Hefner was an avid horror movie fan as a child, 
and at age fourteen his first “publication” was a hand-drawn, handwritten 
periodical called Shudder!, devoted to horror and mystery movies. 

+ Through tests, forensic scientists have determined that if a severed head, 
lies on an incline of more than eighteen degrees, it is likely to roll to the bot- 
tom of the slope. 

+ Wliile filming George A. Romero’s Day of the Dead, effects artist Greg 
Nicotcro used a gruesome model of his own head - created for the film’s 
laboratory scene - to play a morbid joke on his mother. 

+ Former Liberian president Charles Taylor is currently on trial for war 
crimes and crimes against humanity. It is alleged that he commanded his 
militiamen to kill and eat African peacemakers, UN personnel and others 
who opposed his rule. His troops apparently obliged. 

+ Actor Andrew Robinson improvised his final line (“Jesus wept”) in Hell- 
raiser. 

+ Playwright Tennessee Williams (A Streetcar Named Desire) accidentally 
choked to death on the cap of a bottle of eye drops he was about to use. 

+ When director Victor Halpcrin suddenly quit during the production of 
White Zombie, directorial duties were taken over by several people, includ- 
ing Bela Lugosi. 

+ Two Fullerton, California moviegoers were recently stabbed during a 
screening of The Signal - a film in which radio, TV and cell transmissions 
turn people into violent maniacs. 
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Compiled by Monica S. Kuebler 
Got a weird stat or morbid fact? 
Send it ttirough to info@rue-morgue.com. 
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IF YOU LIKED MOVIES LIKE AND SHMN OF THE DEAD, 

YOU WILL OEFINITELY GET A KICK OUT OF THIS 

BRILLIANT HORROR OOfii^OY” 
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UlINNER 

BEST FERTURE [DIRECTOR, KIT RVRN] 
BEST RCTDH [STEPHEN DORFF] 

NEUi YORK CITY HORROR FILM FESTIURL 


Starring and 

STEPHEN DORFF JflIME MURRAY 


Trapped on the 13th floor — 
uiith e madman mho specializes in beheading, 
impaling and flesh peeling. If Hell has a maiting 
room, this is it. But mho knem Hell mould also 
be so freakin' funnees? 
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BONE CHIllERS ICE CUBE TRAYS 

S10 

As summer approaches, add the Reaper's icy touch to your sangria 
with a handful of skull-and-bone ice cubes. Each tray is dishwasher 
safe, in case you want to use anything more sinister than water. 

Feel the graveyard chill at patriciafield.com. 


WALKING DEAD STATUE 

S99 

The undead are at it again in this detailed figurine from the C.S. Moore Studio, based 
on Robert Kirkman’s The Walking Dead comic books. Featuring hero Rick Grimes, it’s the 
first piece in the series and will combine with upcoming statues to create one giant dio- 
ramic zombie-fest. 

The dead walk at csmoorestudio.com. 


HUMAN SKELETON 
FIVE-YEAR-OLD 
COMPARATIVE SET 

$3375 

When your mom told you to drink your milk, she 
wasn’t kidding. This set of two replica skeletons 
shows the differences between a contemporary 
five-year-old and a five-year-old from 8000 years 
ago - showcasing the creepy effects of poor 
nutrition. 

Bare your bones at boneclones.com. 


UNCLE CTHULHU POSTER 

$11.99 

Uncle Cthulhu calls on you to do your part for the eternal forces of 
darkness in Patrick McEvoy’s demonic take on the classic US Army 
recruitment poster. It’s a 12x1 8-inch print with a limited edition run of 
1 000, so get yours before the Old Ones stir. 

Heed the call at boom-studios.com. 
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Douglas Education Center • 130 Seventh Street Monessen, PA 15062 

1.800.413.6013x 100 ' www.douglas-school.com 

Housing is available through BOSS Development - 1.800.413.6013 x 112 
Financial aid is available to those who qualify. *1 6-month Associate in Specialized Business Degree Program, 
Tom Savini will aw-ard a “Certificate of Excellence" to those graduates with exceptional portfolios! 
THIS SCHOOL IS AUTHORIZED UNDER FEDERAL LAW TO ENROLL NONIMMIGRANT ALIEN STUDENTS. 


THIS PROGRAM IS ONE OF A KIND, 


HERE’S WHY. 


Just like in a professional studio... 

you can collaborate with the special make-up effects, cosmetology, 
illustration & graphic design departments on your short films, documentaries, 
music videos, commercials and trailers. These diverse programs at Douglas 
provide you with a creative environment which will enhance your filmmaking 
education experience. You will also have the opportunity to work on a 
production directed and/or produced by Tom Savini for a planned 
commercial DVD release. 


All Students 


Powerful Editing Laptop / 

1 Terabyte Portable 
External Hard Drive 


Receive A 
Filmmaking Kit 
Which includes: 


'Basic Compact Video 
Camera with Audio Mixer 
and Wireless Mic 


FTjDouslas 

w Education '“^Center 


DOUGLAS-SCHODL.CDM 

1-BDQ-413-6D13 


The Centerof Your Future! 
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F^NAHciAL Aid Available to Those Who Quaufy 


Housing is Availabue Through BOSS Development 
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hank God the French exist! "Woody Allen facetiously uttered in his 
2002 comedy Hollywood Ending, but as self-respecting, hardcore 
horror fans, we can scream it from the rooftops of the world without a 
shred of irony. Not only did they give us the Theatre du Grand-Guignol and 
the first horror film ever made {Georges Melies’ 1 896 Le manolr du diable) 
but as the American film industry continues to wallow in creatively bank- 
n^t remakes and sequels, it is the French who have emerged as saviours 
of our beloved genre with uncompromising slices of recent mayhem such 
as Irreversible, High Tension (a.k.a. Haute tension), Them (a.k.a. Ils), Shei- 
tan, Calvaire and Frontier(s) that have collectively infused familiar horror 
film trappings with saucy French art house riffs. 

With a deiicious nihilism and willingness to plunder the dark edges of 
humanity, these cinema fantastique practitioners have pushed audiences 
into some of the most sadistic places imaginable. Perhaps it’s the bubbling 
civil unrest, the Parisian riots and President Nicolas Sarkozy’s ominous 
right-wing regime that have provided such a wellspring of nightmare 
imai^'ry, but from the reactionary impulse of High Tension to the satirical 


slant of Frontier(s) - think The Texas Chainsaw Massacre meets Mein 
Kampf- it’s dear that this recent spate of grotesqueries reflects both a tur- 
bulent social climate and a disturbed cultural psyche. Flowever, these film- 
makers understand one very important thing that continues to elude their 
US contemporaries: in order to be legitimately violent and intense, the films 
have to be “cinematically” violent and intense. The French wield the tools 
of cinema with savage precision. 

But as ruthless as this current crop of shock-meisters are, a couple of 
new kids on the block have substantially raised the bar for unfettered cin- 
ematic trauma. Meet 32-year-old Alexandre Bustillo and 29-year-old Julien 
Maury, first-time filmmakers and co-directors of Inside (A i'interieuf), pos- 
sibly the most unhinged French horror film of the last ten years. 

Predicated on one of the most unsettling premises ever devised. Inside 
stars Aiysson Paradis (see p.20) as Sarah, a recently widowed pregnant 
woman at full term. She’s spending one last night at home alone before 
being admitted into hospital to deliver her child when a strange woman - 
known simply as “La Femme” and played to alarming effect by eccentric 
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French staf Beatrice Dalle - comes a-banging at 
the door. La Femme is mysteriously obsessed 
v\«t[i one agonizing agenda: to rfpSarah’s unborn 
■xhild from her womb. Brandishing a heavy pair ot 
stainless steel surgical scissors, she dispatches 
all who'Cfo'sS her path in the most merciless 
manner imaginable and Sarah must fend her off, 
all whilst suffering the throes of labour. 

Dalle is terrifying in the role. With her oddly 
disturbing beauty and that impossibly huge gap 
between her front teeth, she’s the ideal horror 
movie villain. Dressed in a heavy, black gothic 
dress, she cuts an ominous silhouette against a 
perpetual background of diffused yellow light. In 
the greatest tradition of European horror cinema, 
Inside is as evocative and lyrical as it is cruel, 
channelling the lurid quality of the Italian giailo 
alongside the stark minimalism of John Carpen- 
ter’s Halloween. 

When the tilm premiered in North America at 
the Toronto International Film Festival in Septem- 
ber 2007, it left its audience shell-shocked. The 
Weinstein Company snatched up the distribution 
rights, but due to the film’s extreme content and 
th^assorted vagaries of the film business, Inside 
was released just recently straight to DVD 
through the Dimension Extreme imprint. 

Xavier Gens’ Frontier(s) is considered a gor- 
geously bloodsoaked companion piece to Inside, 
it played alongside it at TIFF and both films have 
the same cinematographer. It will be released 


this month as well - also straight to DVD due to its gory 
content (p.22). That these festival fan favourites are not - 
g^etting a theatrical release in North America simply 
underscores how out of step the American horror movie . 
■Jodustry is with the demands ot “real” horror fans. 

Nevertheless, Bustillo and Maury seem destined to fol 
.low in the footsteps of their countryman Alexandre Aja 
(who, after seemingly initiating this new wave of 
gory French horror cinema with 2003’s High Tension 
remade The Hills Have Eyes) and could very well 
travel to the US to get in on the remake frenzy. The 
Weinsteins commissioned them to helm a “re- 
imagining” of Clive Barker's We//ra/ser (although 
as of press time it was being reported that they 
were off of the project). 

Rue Morgue catches up with the demented duo 
in an effort to learn how a couple of neophyte film- 
makers managed to infiltrate the genre with such 
an accomplished roller-coaster ride of utter carnage. 

First of all, tell us what course of events inspired 
the pair of you to form this unholy alliance? 

AB: It was during a black Sabbath under a pale grey 
moon. Or in jail. I don’t remember. 

JM; It was really simple, actually. Alex was a jour- 
nalist for Mad Movies, the French Rue Morgue. I’ve 
been a reader of the magazine since 1 was young 
and when Alexandre arrived 1 was really fond 
of his style and always agreed with him, A 
mutual friend gave me his number so we 
met, and that first meeting was like an 
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epiphany. It was like meeting a brother. We had 
reaiiy similar tastes and were really connected, 
- so I gave him some of my short films and he gave 
me the first draft of Inside. The next day he told 
me he was in love with my films and I told him 
-the same about Inside. It was love at first sight! 
^ a. [Laughs] 

What sort of films were you writing about, 
Alex? 

AB: I speciaiized in B-movies and slasher 
movies. I’m a big fan of Fuii Moon, Asyium, York 
Entertainment, that kind of shit. My first articie for 
Mad Movies was about siasher movies. 

So what inspired the sick and twisted script 
forlnside? 

AB: A friend of mine was pregnant and i asked 
myseif what a pregnant woman alone at home at 
night would feel. It certainly must be a weird feel- 
ing. My first idea was to have a struggle between 
a pregnant woman and a serial killer who hunted 
'her to eat her placenta. But it was too basic, like 
every slasher movie with a fucking bad guy on 
one side and a poor innocent girl on the other. 
Changing the sex of the boogeyman was more 
interesting, more original, a real struggle for life. 

Explaih to us how the co-director relationship 
works exactly. 

JM; It’s really simple. We shared everything since 


the very beginning. With each step of the pro- 
duction, we [made] the decisions together. Alex 
wrote the first draft but we worked together on 
it after that. We did the storyboards together and 
the casting. We really worked hard before the 
shoot because it was our first movie. . . . [Alex is] 
the bad cop and I’m the good one. We use this 
technique to get what we really want. On set 
with the actresses, for example, Alex says what 
he thinks and he is really honest and I’m always 
trying to be the nice guy and not be rude. So if 
we don’t get what we want by the hard way, 
Alex’s way, I come in and do the nice parts. 

Tell me about your two female leads, begin- 
ning with Alysson Paradis. 

AB: It was the idea of our producers to get her. 
We met her in a bar in Paris and before we even 
talked to her, Julien and I said to ourselves that 
just by watching her we could tell that she was 
going to be our Sarah. She was very determined 
and courageous and did fantastic work on this 
movie. [Alysson’s brother-in-law] Johnny Depp 
will be proud! 

JM: Yes, she had the physical appearance that 
we were looking for in Sarah. That is to say she’s 
a really pretty, beautiful girl but she has a lot of 
sadness in the eyes, sort of a sad beauty. And 
she’s not like the cliche main character in a hor- 
ror movie. She’s not like a model, really tall and 
blonde with blue eyes and big boobs. She’s 


small and she’s sort of a girl-next-door type, and 
that’s really what we wanted. She said to us that 
she liked the script and that it wasn’t a problem 
that she was not going to be pretty in the movie. 
You know, she’s shown with her mouth cut since 
the beginning of the film. And during the whole 
movie, she’s splattered with blood. She pees on 
herself. It’s really not glamorous acting. But at 
this first meeting with her she said, “I’m not 
doing this job to be pretty. It I want to be pretty, I 
will be at the parties and the Cannes Film Festi- 
val." 

Beatrice Daiie is absolutely terrifying in this 
movie. And she has a reputation for being a 
bit of a hellion in France. What was she like 
to work with? 

JM: [Laughs] You cannot imagine what we had 
heard about her before starting this shoot. Every- 
one kept saying, “You are crazy! You are young 
directors and you’re taking in this monster! She’s 
going to hit you. She can’t be controlled. She 
does what she wants when she wants!" And so 
everyone warned us. but you know, it was like 
[with] Alysson - we tried a lot of other actresses 
before her and each one threw the script in our 
faces and said, “You’re nuts!” So we sent her a 
copy of the script and then one day we had a 
phone call, Beatrice had called the production 
company to say, “Okay. I like the script and I 
want to meet the boys. Then i will make my final 
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decision.” So we were really astonished and sur- 
prised-. We Qiet her in a cafe and the second we 
met her, allMhe bad things we heard about her 
vanished in the blink of an eye. 

AB: It was like being in a dream when she called 
our producers back to say that she wanted to 
make the movie with us. One of my favourite 
movies is Trouble Every Day by Claire Denis. In 
that movie Beatrice plays a cannibalistic nympho 
vvho fucks and eats men. It’s her favourite movie 
of her career but after seeing Inside for the first 
time, she told us that our movie is her next 
favourite. Beatrice is our friend now and she will 
be in our next feature. 


photography. He had just finished Frontier(^VJe 
wanted to' begin the movie in a really realistic 
way and have an imagettiat looks like a cold day 
in winter. We wanted to reflect the mind of 
Sarah. She’s depressed [but] doesn’t have the 
strength to cry, she’s totally destroyed from the 
inside. So we wanted to begin in a very realistic 
way and then step by step go to fantastic 
imagery, and by the end, we wanted the movie 
to look like a dark fairy tale. So we gave him a lot 
of movies to inspire him, like Dario Argento 
movies and, of course, John Carpenter’s Hal- 
loween. And a French movie, the not so well- 
known Death on a Rainy Sunday [1986]. This 
one was our most important influences. 



The Weinstein Company 
snagged the North 


What inspired the look and overall style of 
the film? 

JM: Since the beginning, we really decided to do 
a good-looking movie. We always wanted to 
show the worst thing you can imagine but in the 
best way possible. So we didn’t want to use a 
shaky cam and we always wanted a structured 
way to direct. The use of light was really impor- 
tant to us and the work 
with the director 
of photography 
began really 
early in the 
film process. 

We had long 
„ discussions 
' with Laurent 
Bares, our 
director of 


There are numerous references to the Paris 
suburb riots in the film. Do you see a rela- 
tionship between the recent wave of French 
horror films and the surge of neo-conser- 
vatism in France? 

AB: The real-life shots of the riots were very 
important for us because they’re the only real 
violent images in the movie. We hate Sarkozy 
and his politics. I live in a suburb, one of the big- 
ger ones in Europe, and when I hear the presi- 
dent insult people who live here, I shake with 
anger. But that’s not the theme of Inside. 
Neo-conservative politics have been here 
for more than fifteen years now. Sarkozy 
is not a newbie. Chirac was here before 
him, and I don’t think that there is a 
new wave of French horror films. 
Just Frontier(s) and Inside, that’s all. 
Poor wave. 




American distribution rights for inside but 
didn't give it a theatrical release. Why not? 

JM: [Laughs] Don’t ask me^You know, they were 
really hesitating about the release of the movie. 
They did some screenings in New York and they 
were really good. The welcome was really good 
too during the Festival in Toronto. It was amazing '' 
and they were really happy about it. But you 
know, I think the Weinsteins don’t know what to 
do with our movie. In their minds it’s too hard- 
core to release in theatres. And they are really 
trapped. They’re used to cutting out the gory 
parts but the problem with Inside is the movie is 
only one hour and twenty minutes. So if you cut 
something, you end up with an episode of Mas- 
ters of Horror. [Laughs]. And if you cut the end- 
ing, there is no ending, so you have nothing. 


You're slated to co-direct the Hellraiser 
remake for the Weinsteins in the US but it’s 
been reported that Marcus Dunstan and 
Patrick Melton (writers of Saw IV and\i) have 
been hired to write the script. What’s hap- 
pening with the project? 

JM: Honestly, we really don't know. It’s^qi 
fresh, this decision to hire these two guys vpe 
don’t know. I spoke with the Weinsteins .last 
week and we’re supposed to do a conference 
call with these guys, and with Clive Barker . To ^ 
expose their way of seeing the movi^. So we are-^^ 
just waiting for the next step because we don’t 
want to be just directors doing another barf 
remake. We’ll wait and see if we still..iiay 
onboard. 



Do you think Hellraiser needs to be remade? 

JM: The script we originally wrote is not really a 
remake. We tried to rebuild the franchise and 
reinvent the mythology of Helirpser and Cl^ 
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he’s the last one standing at the end of a horror film because 
she’s pretty yet not sexual, she doesn’t drink or do drugs, is 
unusually resourceful at the right moments and generally represents a 
certain moral ideal. Film theorist Carol Clover famously dubbed this aver- 
age female protagonist in a horror movie the “Final Girl” - but it’s an 
archetype that’s got little in common with the gore-caked women of 
recent French horror films. 

The leading lady in Alexandre Aja’s High Tension is a lesbian whose sav- 
agery is one and same with that of the slasher killer she can't escape; 
Xavier Gens’ Frontier(s) brutalizes a young pregnant woman who’s in a 
gang of violent political radicals and thieves; and Alexandre Bustillo and 
Julien Maury’s Inside features a very pregnant widow under attack by 
another woman intent on tearing her baby from the womb. These anti- 
scream queens are the antithesis of the girl-next-door type and put an 
anguished new face on a time-honoured type. 

“I didn’t want to have makeup or even to have my hair dressed,” asserts 
Frontiers) star Karina Testa of her character, Yasmine. "All I wanted was 
to have more and more marks of tiredness, stress and despair on my face, 
and give up the feminine part of me. I took the character as a man would, 
I didn’t want to be a banal, sexy ‘scream queen.”’ 

“I think my character has something that belongs to all the mothers and 
female warriors. At the end, when she’s covered with blood, fighting for 
her child, she's like a beast, screaming, biting. I think Xavier wanted 
something kind of iconic. Joan of Arc, maybe, because of the short hair 
and the old-school dress. It’s sure that there is something gothic, roman- 
tic and at the same time very hardcore and urban in this character.” 

These films aren’t a career stepping stone for plastic teen idol-types - 
the women starring in them are as committed as their directors to one- 
upping their American counterparts. Alysson Paradis, who plays the ready- 
to-pop Sarah in Inside, insisted the filmmakers go hard on her. 

“I asked them to make my fake belly really heavy, like a real pregnant 
woman, so that really helped. Even the scars on my face and all the blood, 
that really helped me to be the character, ’cause that was so far from me. 
It took between two to three hours every day to get made up as Sarah, and 
that was like an emotional transformation period. I tried to really be Sarah 
when the guys were saying ‘action’ and tried to feel what she was living. 
That was my way to work; I was really crying, and was really afraid." 

Testa underwent a similar ordeal, as her character is shackled, shaved 
and shit-kicked through the mud. 

"Making Frontier(s) has been a hard experience, physically and mental- 
ly,” she admits. “It was like drowning, I was so much into my character 
that I was feeling bad. I had real badass nightmares, I didn’t see my 
friends, we were shooting extensively night and day." 
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To prepare for the role. Testa trained on her own for five months prior to 
shooting {as there was no money in the budget to hire a trainer) and even 
plastered the walls of her apartment with pictures of war victims, in an 
effort to break herself down mentally. (“There is something really specif- 
ic in their eyes, their body position, that induces a tumult of feelings," she 
asserts.) 

This so-called new wave of French horror consists of more films than 
popcorn movies, not just because they’re first-time features from direc- 
tors with something to prove, but also because they’re a rarity. Unlike in 
North America, where slasher films and survival horror movies fight for 
space on rental shelves and open regularly in theatres, opportunities to 
explore truly transgressive cinema in France are scarce. 

“Today, I just hope that more and more people will consider directors’ 
and actors’ work in horror movies, especially in France, where only the 
‘intellectual’ movies are given consideration.” laments Testa. “Before 
Frontierfs), 1 only had fresh, sweet, girl-next-door characters [to play], so I 
wanted to get right inside a strong part, where I could express myself and 
create a character. There aren’t a lot of movies in France that make such 
an intense character possible. So when you see one, you just grab it.” 

Paradis concurs: “It’s so interesting for an actor to play in that kind of 
movie - so intense. I’ve learned so much about myself, about my resis- 
tance, about the way to play [a character].” 

Just as the French new wave filmmakers of the ’50s and ’60s embraced 
American crime films and reinvigorated them - 
in part by making roles for women outside of 
the typical victim, gangster moll or “spider 
woman” - a handhJi of young filmmakers / “ 

from France are doing something similar 
for the American horror film. The Final 
Girl is not the Final Girl anymore. 

Whether or not this will amount to a big- ‘ ^ 

ger movement in the genre remains to be 

seen. 

Or, as Paradis says, perhaps these 
French filmmakers have figured out some- 
thing much simpler. “Maybe they realize that 
girls love gore and horror also, so they need to 
identify with the main characters too.” 




You cannot escape the horror of Inside (A 
I’interieur) just by closing your eyes. The film’s 
music is its own kind of psychological trauma, 
an unnerving pulse of eerie electronics and 
symphonic strings that makes viewers feel 
trapped right inside the characters’ sanity- 
strapped heads. 

The man to blame is Frangois-Eudes Chan- 
frault, who has become the composer du jour 
for France’s new crop of mastem of horror. It 
was his work with Alexandre Aja on High Ten- 
sion and The Hills Have Eyes remake which 
attracted co-directors Alexandre Bustillo and 
Julien Maury. 

“They asked me to do what I usually do," 
Chanfi-ault recently told Rue Morgue Radio. 

“When I saw 
the movie I 
decided not to 
do what you 
would expect. 
Not to write 
tense music, 

FAIltCDIS.EUDES CIUHFRAUIT but to do 

something 
more melan- 
cholic and dark than nervous. Because there is 
so much violence in this movie, there is too 
much. We know from the start that everyone 


Like A Hole In The Head: Practical makeup FX combine with digital compositing to makejnside a 
graphic gore show, as evidenced by two of La Femme’s victims. 


Barker okay with that. He was really exited 
about our ideas and what we wrote. And you 
know, what we wrote was really, really different 
from the original. We only kept the character of 
Pinhead and the Cenobites afid we reinvented all 
the rest, [laughs] But obviously they didn’t like it 
because they hired new scriptwriters, so we’il 
see.'WeTe just in the middle of all this mess so 
it’s really tOQteariy to tell. 

But what are your general thoughts on all 
these remakes? 

AB: I don’t'have any problems with them. I’m a 
big fan of Aja’s The Hills Have Eyes] the new TCM 
is cool too; Dawn of die Dead, as well. Personal- 
ly, i don’t have any problem with remakes. Bark- 
er’s movie won’t disappear off the planet if we’re 
doing a remake. 


but only at midnight or one in the morning. Tliat% 
the main problem. It’s possible to do horror 
movies in France but only on really, really low 
budgets. And the audience doesn’t go to see hor- 
ror movies, so they're not big blockbusters. And 
if it’s not a hit at the box office, the producers 
don’t want to produce it. So it’s really that sim- 
ple. ... We're trying to change things with our 
friend Xavier Gens, the director of Frontier(s), and 
with Pascal Laugier, the^ director of Martyrs. 
We’re now developing a new project in France 
but it’s more adventurous and fantastic, starring 
hardcore-looking killers because we love that. I 
think it’s going to be released in two versions. A 
PG version for theatres and an uncut version for 
the DVD release. 

What’s it called? 

JM: The French title is Neige, meaning “Snow.” 


Is it necessary to make the move to the US if 
you want to continue working in the genre? 

AB: It’s very hard to make horror movies in 
France and if you want to continue making hor- 
ror movies, yes, it’s much easier to move to the 
USA. But for Julien and I the battle is here in 
France and we want to fight for ‘‘French genre 
cinema!” . 

JM: Hollywood is like a big machine. It needs 
fresh blood every day and the second you’ve fin- 
ished that small movie in your country they call 
you and try to hire you to be part of the system. 
And you know, the temptation is really huge 
because in Hollywood they give you the means to 
do movies. There is a lot of money. And they are 
not afraid to do horror or fantastic movies. And 
that’s exactly the two problems we have in 
France. The production system in France is ruled 
by the TV channels. If you want to finance a 
movie, you can’t do it without the TV channels. 
And obviously they don’t want to finance a movie 
they can’t put on prime time. So for Inside, we 
didn’t get any TV channels except for Canak, 
and that’s a private TV channel. And they could- 
n’t give us a lot of money because of the hard- 
core script. So they are going to release it on TV 


So do you plan on staying in the genre for a 
while? 

AB: The horror genre forever! I don’t want to 
shoot comedies or fucking Die Hard 5! 

Finally, French horror directors seem to have 
a wonderful, fearless nihilistic streak. Where 
do you think this tendency comes from? 

JM: In France, you have heavy, strong images in 
the cinema. Here, cinema is considered really as 
an art and not as entertainment. That’s the vision 
we ail have, the directors of horror movies. We 
don’t want to do popcorn horror movies. Maybe 
it’s because we’ve been raised in the culture that 
tells you to go further with the exploration of your 
subject. But here the cinema is always clever 
and if you do an entertaining movie, the critics 
are merciless. For Alex and me, we have a dark 
vision of life. We prefer living at night. We are 
night birds. We don’t trust in the future. What we 
see in life despairs us, so we don’t want to tell 
happy stories with happy endings because that’s 
not how we see life. But you know, that’s not 
because we’re French. It’s just our own perspec- 
tive. 


will die in a horrible fashion. So I decided to put 
my camera, my own camera as composer, out 
of this huge mess." 

Chanfrault considers the resulting work “far 
more than a soundtrack,’’ and more like a 
proper solo album. Tracks ranging from twist- 
ed piano and cello lullabies to ambient drones 
or piercing electronics are best heard first 
onscreen, where they ratchet up the tension by 
emphasizing both the softer resting points and 
the horrifically violent outbursts. 

Chanfrault points out that the movie’s climax 
was too intense for any music, though. “The 
most difficult scene was the one we decided I 
won't put any music on - you know the one. 
Alexandre decided it would be so heavy to 
have this scene without music. And I have to 
admit I was really happy about this!” 

Inside's score has been newly mixed and 
mastered for CD release on the French label 
Asphalt Duchesse, which also promises a 
compilation of Chanfrault’s other previously 
unreleased filmworks. Meanwhile, the com- 
poser will be heard next on Fabrice du Welz’s 
{Calvaire) upcoming horror film Vinyan. 

Liisa Ladouceur 
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f \ happens so often, 
it’s practically a 
cliche; European director 
makes a brilliant first film and 
captires the attention ofHollywood studios. 
One of those studios invites the director to make 
a film based on thematically Similar material. The 
director makes the film, fiut.the studio is dis- 
. pleased with how unconventional the director’s 
take on it is, despite the fact that the very uncon- 
ventionaiity they dislike is what made the 
director’s first fiim'so special. The studio 
recuts the film and the director is sent 
packing back to Europe. The film is 
released, reviews are mediocre at best 
and the director gets on with his or her 
career. 

■' So it began for Xavier Gens when he 
unveiled his brutally violent film Fron- 
tier(s) - or .-Frontierefs) in its native 
tongue - in France and on the festival cir- 
cuit in North America, last year. The 
writer/director .'conceived it as a response 
to the growing fear in |^rance that was a 
result of the count’s political climate early 
in the decade. 

"Frontier(s) is about the evolution of the 
extreme right in France, ” says the 33-year-old 
Gens, on the phone from that country. “In 
2002, during the presidential elections, 
[ultra-conserva^e politician] Jean-Marie Le 
j Pen made it to1fte-secon4ti?und of voting for 
president, and that was the most fear I fiver- 
felt in my life. I wanted to translate thatfear^in 
Frontier(sf! * - - 

Gens devised a survival horror sce'nario about 
F. young men and a worhan nariied Yas- 

mine (Karina Testa) on the run from the police, who 
■- -are forced to hole up in aiiiisolated motel in the French 
countryside - a place that happens to b^'run- by a brood 
of incestuous Nazi cannibals. They soon find themselves 
trapped on the family’s farm, which sits on top of a mas- 
sive underground bunker full of all sorts of nasty secrets. 

■ 'Led by a njthless,-white supremacist octogenarian 
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arch (played to absolutely chilling effect by renowned ' 
French actor Jean-Pierre Jorris), the family decides Yas- 
mine will join the clan to improve its gene pool by having 
a child with one of them. It’s a vividly shot and extremely 
graphic riff on TTre Texas Chainsaw Massacre, set in the 
pastoral French countryside, and more pointed in its sub- ■ 
text. The shock of the victims discovering the nature of 
their situation and their disbelief in trying to deal with it 
was, for Gens, a political allegory. ’ - 

“The French know the danger [Le Pen] represents, and 
everybody voted against him because when you see a 
representative of the extreme right making it to the sec- 
ond round of the presidential election, that is really fright- . 
ening for everybody. You cannot accept that it is the truth.” 
The film boils down this sxial anxiety and the violence 
behind right-wing ideology into a series of stomach- 
churning incidents - a variety of tortures, mutilations and 
murders. They’re among the goriest ever filmed, gnd the 
reason Lionsgate is releasing the film this month straight ' 
to DVD in North America. 

Fortunately, Gens’ didn’t stop at allegory and worked 
hard to infuse his film with real emotion. 

“For me, the most important challenge on Frontier(s) 
was not only to show extreme violence, but to have emo- 
tion with the characters.! wanted to try to have the audi- 
ence Jeel emotions through the violence, to understand 
how the violence comes about. It is the same message 
that [Pier Paolo] Pasolini attempted when he denounced 
fascism in Sa/o [a.k.a. Sale, or The 120 Days of Sodom]." 

Although Gens doesn’t go to quite the same demented 
lengths, that Pasolini did for Salo (i.e. a feces banquet), 
froi'itierfs) is undeniably one of the most violent films to 
ever cc^ out of France, whictris what almost stopped 
the film frorn-getting made. Studio Canai-t-, which was the 
film’s first distributor, wanted a PG-1 3-type movie, 

Xens recalls, “I |^d to them, ‘You read the script. There 
are many.flTings, like a gliy who is cut on a table saw, and 
cutting someone’s Achilles tendons... we cannot have a 
PG-1 3 movie with that!’ And the producer fought with mi 
He said,-‘YoLLfiave to cut 
thriller.’ So I had to say to 
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Human Abattoir: Hans (Joel Lefrangois, left) and Karl (Patrick Llgardes) prepare fresh meat, (below) Jean-Pierre Joris-as-Nazi * 
patriarch Le Von Geisler, and (opposite) Karina Testa as pregnant heroine Yasmine, 


night after the^est of the production was shut down. 
Then, tie showed' the dailies to fellow-French 'film- 
maker Luc Besson (La Femme Nikita, The Profes- 
sional, The Fifth Element who had read the script 
and told Gens that he wanted to distribute the movie 
as he h.aci- originally envisioned it. Shooting was 
already over, but since Gens had'secretly captured 
everything he wanted to add to Canal’s “thriller” cut, 
he was able to put ttie gore scenes, back in and 
screened it for Besson, who saved the movie. 

And the producer who fought Gens’ gore shots all 
the way? 

"He was really pissed off when he learned we had 
shot the' scenes,” says Xens, "but when Luc Besson 
said, ‘No. it’s really good,’ the producer said to me, 
‘You can beat me up if you want,”’ 

The release of Frontier(s) was another battle, 
though, because France’s exhibitors also lean 
towards the conservative. "It was really difficult, 
because the exhibitors don’t want to show anything 
rated R,” laments Gens. “Theatre owners say that 
violent movies attract rowdy audiences. So for us it 
is an act of rebellion to propose that kind of movie 
against the general taste," 

Nevertheless, the film was released in a lim.ited 
run and sold around 100,000 tickets, which Gens 
says is good in a country that rarely releases horror 


[Inside]. For us it’s like Peter Jackson or Sam Raimi 
- make a horror movie'firsf and later, make A-list 
movies. But for the moment, we want to put all our 
influences on the screen through the horror movie.” 

With Besson’s help, Gens almost immediately 
began work on Hitman, trying to stay true to the tone 
-of the video game the film was based on. Given only 
fifteen days to turn in a cut by the film’s studio. Fox, 
Gens rushed through an operatic. Scorsese-influ- 
enced, slow-paced, tremendously violent cut. It was 
rejected. 

The studio wanted something more mainstream 
and brought in the guy krrown for producing 
bloodless, audience-friendly versions of films 
such as Live Free or DieFLard: Nicholas De Toth. 

“The cut Fox saw, it was just a work in 
progress, really,” Gens says. “And they decided to 
re-edit it completely, more like a mainstream 
movie, and they asked De Toth to do it. It’s really 
not my cut of the film." 

Gens knows he’s not alone in his experience 
with Hollywood. Bustillo and Maury have had their 
script for the 'remake of We//ra/ser rejected and Aja 
has been dropped from Paramount’s adaptation of 
Charles Burns’ graphic novel Black Hole. 

“For us, it's a great chance to gcrmake a movie . 
in Hollywood," says Gens. "It’s the dream we had 


explains, “In 1788, hjs sTiip was lost, bi 
know there survivors on tfiT ^ 

Vanikoro. And on the island were two^ib5J^*djtl^ 
there was a war between the two tribe;' 
of them was... anthropophagus. 

Gens has been asked by the currei 
of Vanikoro to be sensitive to their histm 
to use the “c”-word. He is, however, 
use the ’‘s”-word: sharks. 

“When the ship is wrecked, I wantti^ 
screen the scene that Robert Shaw- 
Jaws.'thssmking'ofthe U.S.S. Indianapolj 
the shipwreck, they wait, and the shari 
and begin to eat the sailors one by one;’ 

Caught between cannibals and sharks 
-Gens and his cgntemporaries’ experiences' 
ting caught between the Frencl^ 
film industries. Vanikoro mighf'aTsoTb'st 
feet metaphor for this new group of 
French horror directors. ^ 


> theatricallywn^e first place. The film’s success - as children. But-wheh we are in Hollywood, we 
and notoriOu'g reputation - placed it .squarely in a 
group of other French gore movies that had kicked 
off in 2003 with Aiemndre Aja’s High Tension, and. 

Includes Calvaire and Inside. Soon enough, the films; 

- were being' r^red to as a new waveef French hot- 
ror. However, feens thinks the reasons for the wave 
are lesS political and more pragmatic. 

“I tar^j jire.,^ . new wave-of French horror — 

i^ri. i^ivelv fin^oon^- &a/ffo/ocaiysf- bjjtbased-^fac^- 
ijijtfgets'm Francer^^''''its^.Jhe;traes5tory of-Captatni^ji^.. 
^'yW'eli^^^^^ends with othenT;5 ^efouse., who, crossed..ih(t«Wd.;^ 
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understand it’s an industry and there is not realty 
any place for artists. It’s a great place to make 
industry movies, and ft we want to make person- 
alTnovies^ auteur movies, we have to go see inde- 
pendent companies." 

This is exactly what Gens did for his next pro- 
ject, Vanikoro. It’s being described as a 
Crq^ between King Kong and Cano/-' 
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Starring Philippe Laudenbach, 

Clovis Cornillac and Dmitri Rataud 
Directed by Eric Valette 

Written by Alexandre Chariot, Frangois Cognard 
and FrancR Magnier 
BCI Eclipse 

Eric Valette’s Malefique was an early entry in the French horror boom 
' that prefigured bloodier titles such as In My Skin and High Tension, and it’s 
- shocking that it took this great little film six years to see a North American 
release of any kind. 

After a brief, gory flashback, the story begins in a prison receiving room. 
;_Carrere is a man who had it all - a successful business, a doting wife, 
young son and an embezzlement plan for early retire- 
ment. Something went wrong, though, and he finds 
himseltbehind bars - temporarily, so he insists. But 
we know better; in a horror film, when bad things hap- 
pen, they tend to be permanent. 

' AWhife-collar criminal, Carrere stands apart from 
his motley cellmates: Paquerette the perverted child- 
like lunatic, bedwetter. self-mutilator and compulsive 
eater of ’non-food substances: Marcus the butchy 
mid-op tr^ssexuaf-who acts as mother/father/big 
brother to the developmentally stunted Paquerette; 

■ and the reticent, sage-like Lassalle, a bookworm who refuses to read. The 
latter’s phobia is put to the test with the arrival of the obligatory dusty 
occult text, in this case the occult diary of a former convict who believed 
he couid stay young by eahng place’ntae ~ from live victims. 

Attempts to figure out iiDjPtause the book to escape result in sornp nice 
gross-out Scenes an^rttige-lhducing^ound design; swiding'lights and 



Starring Elsa Kikoine, 

Mathieu Simonet and Cylia Mafki 
Directed by Doug Headline 
Written by Doug Headline 
and Benoit Lestang 
BCI Eclipse 

Though it shares the same brooding" French countryside setting of many 
of its Gallic survivalist cousins, Bmceliande owes more ter the high gothic 
antics of Hammer’s classic period and the ass-kicking, girl-power antics 
of Buffy. The story begins in the myth-drenched 
forests of Brittany - the supposed final resting 
place of Merlin in the Arthurian legends and the 
seat of ancient Druid culture in pre-Christian 
France - where a group of students, including the 
beautiful and enigmatic Chloe, have assembled for 
an archaeological dig. 

Brooding shots of the ancient forest and a dra- ’ 
matic old school orchestral score cue the viewer 
that nothing good can come of the dig, a suspicion 
that’s confirmed when Chloe witnesses the brutal 
murder of a renowned expert on Celtic culture. When the body disappears 
before the pofice artive, she’s left to her own devices to unravel the mys- 
tery, vyhich centres on a priceless Druidic artifact that the Celts believed 
could summon a demonic entity - with the help of a few incantations and 
liberal doses of human sacrifice. Chloe eventually accepts help in unrav- 
elling the mystery from two of her handsome classmates and a kindly pro- 
fessor who, if this were a Hammer film, would have been played by Peter 
Cushing. 

The lush colours, sweeping camera work, torch-lit settings and cloSf^ 



pulsating makeup effects-complement the snapping^of bones aiW tefr^— heaving bosoms never quite fully exposed to the hungry camera 


dons. The prisonejs’. daThp, bug-infested, ciatrstrophobic environment (the 
film takes place almost entirely inside the celT) feels almost Lovecraftian, 
whieijr^eods-the procee^ings'a particularly creepy air. 

It’s a shame that Valette’s impressive feature debut was all but buried 
'"-by its international distribuftr, CanalT, eygn after snapping up a handful 
of festival awards. (He was also behind the unfortunate One Missed Call 
remake.) This bare-bones North American'D.VD release from BCI is little 
consolation. While not without its flaws (particularly some third act plot 
- holes and laps^Jn logic), Malefique is an unheralded mil^tone (Jprench,.^^^ 


are all reminiscent of a more innocent era, but director Doug Headline 
heaps on the occasional bit of gore, self-consciobsly goofy B-movi%Msh- 
- jink^-'and frorror in-jokes to anchor the action in the contempojsr^.- The 
fight scenes are a little on the lame side and the plot holes many.^t the 
climax, set in. a honeycombing Celtic necropolis beneath the forest floor is 
ja^welcome throwback to European occult horror flicks su^as Plague of 
the ZomOles and Bam gload, complete wrth st^foam borers, peipefc^- 
ually burning.-tor^ ^ ^ 

.Both corbyM 








4-DISC SET INCLUDES; 

THE MANSON FAMILY 
DEADBEAT AT DAWH 





RETURNS WITH . THE LONG-AWAITED, 

ULTRA-VIOLENT FINALE TO THE THREE MOTHERS TRILOGY. 




or a couple of weeks last fall, Toronto was the centre of the universe 
for fans of legendary Italian filmmaker Dario Argento. After appearing 
as the guest of honour at the Rue Morgue Festivai of Fear in August, 
Argento returned two weeks later to premiere his iatest fiim, Moffier 
of Tears, at the Toronto international Rim Festival. But this was not just any 
Argento film, this was the long-anticipated conclusion to his “Three Moth- 
ers” trilogy that began with his most highly acclaimed work, Suspiria (1 977), 
and continued in what many consider his last great artistic statement. Infer- 
no {mO). 

The roots of Argento’s creative renaissance are found in his work on the 
two seasons of the defunct made-for-cable series Masters of Horror. The 
sense of playfulness found in his episodes "Jenifer” (2005) and “Pelts” 
(2Q06) recalls the arc of the wonderfully outrageous films he made in the 
’80s: Tenebre (1 982), Phenomena (1 985) and Opera (1 987). Masters ofHor- 
rorwas cathartic for the director. 

26 RUE MORGUE 


“I was happy, because the producer said to me. 'You shoot the film and 
we won't cut or censor it, you are free, absolutely free,'” he recalls about 
working with MoH creator Mick Garris on the show. “I was enthusiastic 
from the first day, I had a smile on my face; this was the first time in my life 
somebody had told me this. No censorship, nobody was going to cut my 
film or censor my thoughts. This was good. 1 shot the films and was very 
happy. At the end, I came back to Italy, and in the same spirit started Moth- 
er of Tears.” 

Argento, reinvigorated, was finally ready to tackle the film his fans had 
been clamouring 27 years for. For the script, he collaborated with American 
screenwriters Adam Gierasch and Jace Anderson (see p.28), whose previ- 
ous credits include scripting Tobe Hooper’s remake of The Toolbox.Murders 
(2003) and his direct-to-video zombie schlocker Mortuary (2005). Argento 
met them while shooting Masters of Horror and was impressed, by their 
enthusiasm for the ideas he had fora new Three Mother^lm. 41^^; - 




“For this film, I didn’t want to work the old 
way with the same stories,” the director 
explains. “These were new people, and it was 
interesting for me to work with them. They both 
came to stay in Rome, and we wrote the 
screenplay here. We visited churches and the 
catacombs." 

Argento had a firm vision for the story - the 
city of Rome invaded by witches, led by the tit- 
ular Third Mother, 

Mater Lachrymarum, 
known as the Mother 
of Tears. In Argento’s 
mythology, the Three 
Mothers are sisters 
who used witchcraft to 
gain great wealth and 
power, and scheme to 
dominate the world 
again. The First Moth- 
er, Mater Suspiriorum, 
the Mother of Sighs, 
was vanquished in 
Suspiris, the Second 
Mother, Mater Tene- 
brarum, the Mother of 
Darkness, in Inferno. 

The subject matter has 
long held appeal for 
the filmmaker, who’s a 
history buff. 

“Witches are fascinating characters,” says 
Argento. “I have never met a witch, but in books 
I have read some very interesting stories. Many 
centuries ago they were set on fire and execut- 
ed by the Inquisition. These were terrible cen- 
turies in Italy, Spain and France. The witches 
knew secrets: there were witches 3000 years 


before Christ. We see them in old sculptures. 
Most of the witches - not today, today witches 
want power and money and to win the fight 
against good - many centuries ago, the witch- 
es were tied to the land. They knew the secrets 
of herbs, they were like doctors.” 

For the lead role of Sarah Mandy, who must 
do battle with the witches to save humankind, 
Argento turned to his daughter, Asia, an accom- 
plished actor/director in 
her own right. It was the 
first time the two had 
worked together since 
the ill-received Phan- 
tom of the Opera 
(1998). 

"I was very happy to 
have her. We wrote the 
character for her, for her 
face, for the energy she 
has. Sometimes we 
work together, and then 
we each go on other 
roads.” 

Argento also cast 
other actors he had 
worked with in the past, 
notably Coralina Catal- 
di-Tassoni (as a 
researcher), who was in 
Opera and Phantom of 
the Opera] Udo Kier (here as a priest), who had 
appeared in Suspiria] and Daria Nicolodi, Asia’s 
real-life mother and Argento's former common- 
law wife, as Sarah’s mother. The inclusion of 
Nicolodi, who starred in Deep Red (1975) and 
co-wrote Suspiria and Inferno, certainly had 
Argento observers abuzz. When asked about 


"IT WAS MY 
PURPOSE TO MAKE 


VIOLENT. 




this, Argento is matter-of-fact: “We had the 
character of the mother of Asia in the film, 1 
chose [Daria] for this character. We worked 
together for a few days. She is an actress and 
very professional.” 

Though his films have always been notable for 
their beautifully violent set pieces. Mother of Tears 
is far and away Argento’s goriest to date. One 
character is strangled witii her own intestines, 
another is speared through the vagina and ttiere’s 
a cavalcade of decapitations, impalements and 
various other bodily violations. He lights up when 
discussing the visceral aspect of the film. 

“1 love this! It was my purpose to make Mother 
of Tears violent. Real life is like this. I invented 
something in horror films, some style. I wanted to 
push beyond my style, to push for more, more, but 
always within my style. It’s the way that I see my 
movies. I felt free to put in lots of violence and 
gore.” 

Argento has long populated his films with char- 
acters that have become iconic ~ Suzy Bannion 




DESCRIBES iHE PROCESSJMf ^Hr AND 
SCREENWRITING PARTNER UNDERTDDK " 

WHILE COLLABORATING WITH ARGFHTO ON HIS I ATFST FILM 



That’s right. Dario was in town editing [MoH 
episode] "Jenifer” and our buddy Mike 
Williamson - director of the great short In the 
Wall - was working as an assistant editor. He 
asked if we wanted to come in and meet 
Dario, and we jumped at the chance. We came 
in purely as fans, bringing about four books 
and DVDs for him to sign. And believe me, we 
would- have been happy to say "hello” and 
nothing else. But we had a great talk with 
Dario and soon he was talking about how he 
was looking for American writers to work on 
Mother of Tears. 


After our first meeting we had a long “audi- 
tion" for the Argentos - Dario and his brother 
Claudio, who produced Mother of Tears. We 
spent a good month emailing treatments and 
outlines back and forth. Our agent, lawyer and 
non-horror friends started telling us we need- 
ed a contract and offer before doing any work, 
but come on - this was Dario! It got to the 
point where we had a 30-page document out- 
lining the story. We had no idea whether we'd 
actually move on to writing the script, but one 
day Claudio called up and said, “We were 
wondering if you could come to Rome to write 
the script." There’s only one answer to that, 
and we spent a week scrambling to get our 
passports together, I guess we’d proved we 
were willing to work hard, and we did. Some- 
I times Dario would leave a meeting at our 
I apartment with the command, “You are my 
slaves! Write! Write!" 

RllF. MORGUt 


The main difference is that we wrote forTobe, 
but with Dario. Tobe would, of course, give us 
extensive notes. But Mother of Tears ms aXiue 
writing collaboration between the two of us 
and Dario, and it was a blast. We talked 
through everything before writing anything, 
and Dario would literally act out scenes for us. 
As we wrote, we’d turn in sections of the 
script, which would be translated into Italian. 
Dario would read them and give notes. When 
the first draft was done, the whole thing was 
translated. Dario did a pass in Italian, it was 
translated back into English, and we did anoth- 
er pass. This continued up until shooting 
began, although only minor things were being 
changed at that point. 


New ideas come up, things need to be rewrit- 
ten for locations, etc. But at its core Mother of 
Tears was always about Rome, about Sarah 
and her search for herself. Even when the plot- 
ting order changed, the heart remained the 
same. And the violence was always violent! 

^8 ' .. ■. ..' ' , 

nonkey'- - t? 
We honestly love the monkey. It’s so weird and 
great, though we can see why some people 
don't like it. Honestly, we went a little primate 
crazy on the first draft after Dario announced 
he wanted a monkey. That damn monkey was 


everywhere - chasing Sarah through the sub- 
way, running up escalator railings, you name 
it. Dario wisely had us cut it way back, it’s 
funny, long after we wrote it, I was at a muse- 
um and noticed a lot of Italian Renaissance 
paintings of court/noble life, and you often see 
a monkey in them. Obviously they were kept 
as pets during that time. I’ve never asked him 
about it, but it made me wonder if some of his 
inspiration came from that. After all, he likes 
referencing visual art in his movies - there’s 
the whole recreation of Edward Hopper’s 
Nighthawks in Deep Red, and the cavern/orgy 
sequence at the end of Mother of Tears was 
influenced by imagery in Hieronymus Bosch’s 
The Garden of Earthly Delights triptych. 


imit 

It’s probably best to let Dario say what.he was 
trying to accomplish. He did tell us he wanted 
the movie to be the most violent he’d ever 
made and he did want it to be about Rome. He 
never wanted the action to ail be centred 
around one location, like Suspiria. I do see the 
film as a love letter to Rome, in a weird way - 
but that might be because I fell in love with 
the city when I was there. Dario was also very 
clear that he didn’t want to repeat the saturat- 
ed colours of Susp/r/a and /nfemo. A lot of fans 
are disappointed about that, but it's a Catch- 
22 for him: if he’d gone back to that colour 
palette, he’d have just as many peopl^saying j 
he was repeating old tricks. ^ ^ 

y 


(Jessica Harper) in Suspiria, Jennifer Corvino (Jennifer Con- 
nelly) in Phenomena, and Anna Manni (Asia Argento) in 
Stendhal Syndrome. This time, however, one of the most 
notable characters in the film isn’t Asia or any of the other 
humans; it’s an evil little monkey. 

“The monkey was a reference to Phenomena," chuck- 
les Argento. “But this time the monkey is a witch, an 
incarnation of a witch. This was my idea, that the mon- 
key was one of the witches.” 

While Suspiria and Inferno are signature Argento films, 
dream-like and full of vivid baroque imagery, Mother of 
Tears is a cinematic extrapolation of his Masters of Horror 
work - fast-paced and immediate - and a deliberate 
attempt by Argento to retool his style. 

“Suspiria was really a film about witchcraft,” he says. 
“Inferno ms much more about alchemy. In ttiis film there is 
some element of reality, and of the imaginary, of fantasy. 
The last one was a mixture of these things, but for the first 
time 1 introduced an element of contemporary realism, of 
today.” 

Despite the implosion of the once-prolific Italian genre 
film scene in the late ’80s - a veritable collapse from 
which the industry has never recovered - Argento had no 
problems securing financing for Mother of Tears. He attrib- 
utes this to the enduring popularity of his films around the 
world. 

“Mother of Tears was easy," he notes, “but for others it 
is difficult, as the market is much smaller. For the theatri- 
cal market it is not a good time. People say in five or ten 
years most of the theatres will disappear. The audience 
now is hjrning to the internet. Thirty days after a film is 
released it's on the internet. Another thing is, most of the 
films today are stupid comedies, ridiculous comedies. Or 
the Greek heroes fighting, it's not true. They don’t respect 
the real stories, the real history. This is disgusting for me.” 

Not one to venhjre into unfamiliar cinematic territory, 
Argento has been attached to a project titled Giallo, which 
is described as a tribute to the stylized Italian murder mys- 
tery genre he helped define in his early films The Bird with 
the Crystal Plumage (1970) and Cat O’ Nine Tails (1971). 
Variety reported in January that ttie story would “revolve 
around serial slashings of some very attractive women 
being investigated by a solitary cop, who engages in a cat- 
and-mouse game with the psychopathic perpetrator.” Ray 
Liotta, Vincent Gallo and Asia Argento were named as the 
stars, but the status of the project is uncertain. According 
to Argento, the film has not been cast and has been 
delayed indefinitely. (“This is an American production. I’m 
not sure about this film.”) 

Sadly, Argento remains the definition of a cult filmmaker. 
Outside of film festivals, it is nearly impossible to experi- 
ence his grandiose vision on the big screen. Motherof Tears 
enjoyed a small theatrical run in Italy last Halloween and is 
slated for a limited North American release starting June 6. 
Fortunately, his filmography has been well represented on 
DVD, with most of his work available in fantastic special 
editions. As fans eternally argue the merits of each release, 
Argento is pleased with how his films have been treated. 

“This is good, because they are the director’s vision,” he 
says. “It’s better than going to the ttieatre [where] the film 
is censored. You’re at your home, and the film is uncut. 
When DVD started I was very enthusiastic about it. My films 
are available all over the world, even in small cities in South 


"I WANTED TO PUSH 
BEYOND MY STYLE. TO 
PUSH FOR 




America! In every country you can go to, 
you find my films because with DVD it is 
easy.” 

One film, however, remains elusive on 
DVD, his third. Four Flies on Grey Velvet 
(1971). A recent DVD, released in Germany 
by RetroFilm, is not official, and Argento is 
not hopeful that there will be a legitimate 
version on retail shelves any time soon. 

“There is a small problem between my 
company and Paramount who was the co- 
producer,” he says. “They made a mistake 
and don’t want to pay for it so Paramount 
won’t release the film. It’s been over twen- 
ty years. A friend of mine found the film in 
Florida, but if it comes out it'll be illegal, I 
think.” 

For now, Argento fans will have to settle 
for the recent release of Door into Dark- 
ness (see p.30), a series conceived by 
Argento consisting of four one-hour films 
made for Italian television in the early ’70s, 
two of which Argento directed. 


"People say it is similar to Masters of 
Horror, but it was made for regular televi- 
sion, not pay television or DVD. It was 
impossible to be as free as with Masters of 
Horror. These films are polite and not so 
gory, not too much fantasy. They’re like old 
movies.” 

The big question on the minds of Argen- 
to-philes, however, is whether or not the 
Third Mother really is the final film in what 
was supossed to be a trilogy. Rumours 
abounded for a time that Argento was con- 
sidering another installment in the saga of 
the Three Mothers, but he’s quick to dispel 
them. “For the moment, no more Three 
Mothers,” he states. “The rumour was born 
because I’m not so happy to abandon this 
world of witches and magic. I’m happy to 
stay in this world, on this side of life. For 
this reason 1 said to my friends ‘OK, 1 did a 
trilogy, but maybe it’s possible to do four, or 
five!”' 
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BACK IN THE 70S, ITALY’S OWN MASTEH OFrsUSttNSE 
TRIEO TO BRING HIS BRAND OF HITCHCOCKIAN HORROR TO" 
TELEVISION WITH : - . ; ' : i. ■ : : 













ore than 30 years before dropping a cou- 
pie of gruesome Masters of Horror 
; ,r episodes, Dario Argento was dabbling in 
hour-long TV terror films with Door into 
Darkness. The four episodes from the 1973 
show’s limited run have long been considered lost 
holy treasures by Argento fans outside of Italy, who 
could only procure the grainy, 16mm-shot movies 
as bootlegs or on a very limited run German DVD 
set. NoShame Films changes that with its new 
release of a Region 1 version. 

The show was a simple concept whereby 
Argento could exploit his persona as Italy’s own 
Hitchcdck via the small screen. 

He introduces each installment 
V from a location sort-of related 
to the episode {sometimes co- 
mingling with characters), 
employing a measure of mor- 
dant wit Minus the usual blood 
striations, awesome nudity and 
prolonged torment, the 
episodes had to keep viewers 
intrigued using strong charac- 
ters, tight and logical plotting, 
and a twist payoff. Now, it’s not 
impossible to theorize that a 
neutered giallo could still hold 
its own when the running time is almost halved, 
but with the exception of a singular episode, the 
remaining three are duds, some possessing 
amazingly daft writing. 

The first episode. The Neighbor, is a simple tale 
of a young couple and their bouncing baby, who 
^ move into a ground-level flat one night, only to 
; discover the big hulk living above them has just 
I drowned his wife in the tub. 

I it was written and directed by Luigi Cozzi, co- 
i writer of Argento’s still-unavailable Four Flies on 
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Grey Velvet {\97^), but unlike the jumbled mix of 
giallo, Hitchcockian and mystery tropes that were 
sometimes played for comedy in Flies, here Cozzi 
opts for a straight ode to Hitchcock, going so far as 
to grey the hair of his bulky bespeckled villain like 
Raymond Bum in Hitchcock’s Rear Window, and 
mimicking Suzie Kendall’s trussed-up anguish in 
Argento’s Bird with the Crystal Plumage. 

Conveniently, the killer’s apartment is left 
unlocked, allowing for snooping, and near the 
finale he decides to bury the unconscious hubby 
on a strip of public beachfront (never mind the tide 
might unmask his inept efforts at concealment). 

The murderer's scheme to dis- 
pose of the wife is equally clum- 
sy, and her fate is determined by 
a outlandishly-timed event. 

Second episode. The Tram, 
was directed by Argento (as 
“Sirio Bernadotte”), co-written 
with Cozzi and is the quartet’s 
most satisfying tale, not to men- 
tion one of Argento’s finest exer- 
cises in suspense. Compact and 
tightly-paced, it begins with the 
morning discovery of a body dur- 
ing the cleaning of a tram and 
follows a bull-headed detective 
as he tries to figure out how someone could be 
killed in a packed streetcar with no witnesses. 

Finger-snapping Commisario Giordani replays 
every case detail like his favourite jazz solos, con- 
stantly looking for a missed nuance as each sus- 
pect is crossed off his already short list. Actor Enzo 
Cerusico (who would later appear in Argento’s 
rarely-seen, underrated political satire Five Days 
in Milan the same year) creates a believable, 
grounded character, and his mounting frustration 
ratchets our anticipation as Argento . progresses 



towards a sharp twist that’s brilliant in its sim- 
plicity. Just as memorable is the modernistic 
jazz soundtrack by Giorgio Gaslini, who would 
score the entire quartet, and later co-score 
Deep fled with Goblin. 

The third episode, Eyewitness, written by 
Argento and Cozzi, has a woman named Rober- 
ta discovering that the chick she's just mowed 
down with her car on a lonely country road was 
shot dead moments before. When confronted by 
the shooter, Roberta flees, and after a quick 
police investigation, she’s given armed protec- 
tion when the killer’s threatening calls extend 
into the very weekend her husband is out of 
town. It’s pretty freakin’ obvious that he’s 
involved. 

Originally directed by Roberto Pariante (and 
credited to him), assistant director on Argento’s 
first three films, it was re-shot entirely by 
Argento, apparently. Eyewitness stars another 
Milan alumnus, the vivacious Marilu Tolo, and 
while she doesn’t indulge in any bawdy boffing 
(a real pity) or display a whipping fetish (see 
Bluebeard), portraying a trembling and weak- 
willed woman is beneath her fiery style. 

The last episode, branded The Doll, is a more 
formal giallo, and was co-written and directed 
by another Flies co-writer, Mario Foglietti. Its 
intriguing premise of an escaped lunatic trolling 
the streets and forcing himself into a woman’s 
apartment becomes a confusing mess of 
bizarre character shifts, capped by a ludicrous 
twist and psychobabble exchanges hammered 
into the final act simply to hasten the end crawl. 

- It’s a tragic conclusion to an uneven series ' * 
that seems to have been conceived as a lark 
between Argento’s feature work. But if three p 
barren gialli were required to beget’^a career » 
high like The Tram, then so be it, ' 
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“Bullets, bad guys, dynamite, double-crossers, 
strippers, and a lost bag of money. 
Shaky Gonzalez’s furiously entertaining 
P/s/o/eros has it all!” 

— Brian Orndorf, DVDTalk, Collider.com 
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SPENT SEVEN YEARS ^ 
DOCUMENTING THOSE i 
TED TO THE 
WORLD’S MOST I 
NOTORIOUS MUSIC 
HIS NEW BOOK 


SHEDS LIGHT ON THE 
DARKNESS. 


ghostly figure with leng, warlock-white 
hair, black paint dripping from his eyes 
and mouth, stands shirtiess on an ordi- 
nary cobbiestone street, inverted cross 
tattoo exposed to scornfui passersby. The young 
man,.wh0 caiis himseif Kvitrafn, pierces the oth- 
erwise picturesque scene with his horrific face 
paint, his defiant gaze. 

. It’s not something you see everyday. Uniess 
you’re F^ter Beste. For seven years, the Brook- 
iyn-based photographer infiitrated the notori- 
ousiy reciusive Norwegian biack metai scene. 
The images he captured there have become as 
iconic as the bands themselves, a window into 
the mysterious hordes of spike-clad anti-Chris- 
tians who’ve been the pariahs of metai since the 
1990s. 

“i got into biack metai because i found it real- 
iy visuaiiy interesting," expiains Beste. "The evii 
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side of it is cool and fun and everything, but it's much Along the way, Beste toured with Mayhem and 
more than that. The nature influence really gets me, also their severed cows’ heads (it was winter so it 

the Old Norse mythology. I think it makes it a whole lot wasn’t too bad a stink”), and he attended the infa- 

more legitimate than if it was just satanic guys burning mous Gorgoroth gig in Poland, where the 120 

down churches. It has a cultural significance.” decapitated sheep heads and blood-covered 

While black metal has hardly been considered high art, nude models hanging from crosses angered 

Beste’s photographs have been exhibited in prestigious authorities. One ofthe most memorable moments 

galleries around the world (tiie latest runs from May 8 to he helped create himself: a photo shoot with 

June 7 at the Steven Kasher Gallery in New York City). Frost of Satyricon breathing fire in a cave. 

Now, you can enjoy them in your own lair with his first “We set off in the car and stopped at some 
book, True Norwegian Black Metal (Vice Books, also avail- mountain side and they lugged these three huge 
able as a deluxe edition limited to 666 suitcases full of spikes over these 

sharp rocks as we looked for the 
opening to this cave Frost remem- 
bered from his childhood,” recalls 
Beste. “We lit some torches and 
went into these caves and pho- 
tographed for twenty minutes. 

There were no lights other than 
the flames. It was pretty black metal. 

The book also features archival news 
clippings and photos from the church- 
burning days, plus an essay from Slayer 
'zine founder Metallion, explaining how 

’80s splatter films such as Evil Dead 

after gigs. Trondr from Urgehal might (watched via 10th generation VHS dubs) 

think posing in bondage gear and a bloody machete is helped shape the scene. 

freaky, but he’s got nothing on Nattefrost passed out in his If Beste’s subjects are pure evil or pure theatre is left to 
tub. the viewer, although he thinks they’re both. 

“Some guys only want to be photographed when they “Certain black metal people are more show than real, 
have all their paint fresh and looking all scary. Others but more of them are more real than show,” says Beste. 
don't really care,” Beste reveals. “I'm exploring their pub- “I should have brought a sociologist along with me." 
lie presentation versus their private habitat, which a lot of 

them let me into, their late night beer drinking in the bed- For more information on True Norwegian Black Metal 
room. Even the shit-covered bathtub.” and related photo exhibits, visitpeterbeste.com. 





CRY-URIOUS 

fiNy EAHES 

Starring Naomi Watts, Tim Roth 
and Michael Pitt 

Written and directed by Michael Haneke 
Warner Independent Pictures 

When the Toronto International Film Festi- 
val showed the original Funny Games back 
in 1997. director Michael Haneke introduced 
the film but begged oil the post-screening 
Q&A because he had a plane to catch. That 
was probably a good thing, 
because the audience that 
endured his bleak tale of a fami- 
ly besieged by home invaders 
was left bludgeoned, confused 
and frustrated. It’s doubtful 
whether the Austrian filmmaker 
would have survived. 

For those who ha\’e seen the 
original, there’s little reason to 
catch the director’s shot-for- 
shot English-language remake, 
unless you’re allergic to subti- 
tles. Yes, Tim Roth and Naomi Watts acquit 
^emselyes well as the bourgeois parents 
imTOsely welcome Peter (Brady Corbet) 
P«d! (Michael Pitt) mto their home. 


although the original cast did an equally fine 
job in the same roles. But if you haven’t seen 
the original... well, prepare for a perfectly 
downbeat cinematic experience which 
actively defies both dramatic convention and 
audience expectation. 

Anna (Watts), George (Roth) and their son 
are the family at the centre of the action. 
Why their neighbours won’t greet them upon 
arrival at their summer home is curious. 
Maybe it has something to do with the young 
men dressed in white who arc with them. 
Soon enough, one of those young men. 

Peter, comes asking for eggs on 
behalf of said neighbours. Anna 
obliges, but Peter breaks them 
and “accidentally” drowns her 
cellphone in the sink. Anna tries 
to be polite, but matters escalate 
until George finds himself blud- 
geoned with his own golf club. 

From there. Funny Gaines 
descends into Straw DogsIDeUv- 
fra/^cc-slyle mcta-survivalisi 
drama, with our antagonists - 
and that includes Haneke. who 
also wrote the film - deconstructing the 
genre’s cliches. Do the hostages threaten 
their captors with the imminent arrival of 
neighbours? Yes. Do Peter and Paul humili- 


ate Anne sexually? Yes. Does Anne turn the 
tables on her captors? Kind of Haneke never 
allows us relief, never lets us see the kills, 
never lets the good guys win. 

Indeed, the filmmaker's primary “mes- 
sage” - that the audience is complicit in the 
crimes we arc witnessing because wc are 
watching - is completely contrary to Hollv- 
wood expectation. Funny Games 2008 
allows no respite, no relief no hope. Is that 
funny? No. Is it frightening? Yes. 

Sean Plummer 

NOT-SO-FINE 
YOUNG CANNIBALS 


DODDISDAy 

Starring Rhona Mitra, Craig Conway 
and Malcolm McDowell 
Written and directed by Neil Marshall 
Rogue 

Let me start by say- 
ing that I absolutely 
love Neil Marshall in 
that drooling, gecky. 
fanboy way that sick- 
ens most people at 
horror conventions. I 
believe that Dog Sol- 
diers and The Descent 
are two of the best 
horror movies to 
come out of Britain in 
the last 50 years and I would defend them to 
my dying breath. But. as much as I love 
those films, I absolutely hate Doomsday. 
Painful to .say. but painfully true... 

Set 25 years after a deadly vims has forced 
authorities to wall-olT the entire country of 
Scotland, a covert team of scientists led by 
super sexy Eden Sinclair (Rhona Mitra: IIol- 
knvman, Skinwalkers) journeys to Glasgow 
to look for a cure after the vims has re- 
emerged in downtown London. But when 
the team reaches the city, they’re attacked by 
an army of .sui-vivors who have reverted into 
new wave-listening. Mohawk-wearing can- 
nibals, and must seek the help of an insane 
scientist, played by McDowell, who is living 
in a castle like a king in a medieval renais- 
sance fair (honestly). 








The entire production is sleek and sexy 
with terrific sets and wonderfully exotic 
post-apocalyptic costumes, but it's all style 
with very little substance. Not even the 
supcr-sick special effects and multitudinous 
buckets of gore hide the fact that Marshall 
has crammed Doomsday so full of homage to 
films such as 28 Days Later, Escape From 
New York. Excalihttr and The Warriors, that 
at times it ceases to be an original movie and 
instead plays out like a genre highlight reel. 
Even the adrenaline-fuelled, over-thc-top 
final showdown is little more than a great 
scene ripped right out of The Road IVarrior. 

In fact, the most one can hope for from 
Doomsday are some fond memories from its 
fantastic. 'HOs-influenced soundtrack, which 
features tunes from Adam and the Ants. 
Siouxsie and the Banshees and Fine Young 
Cannibals. 

That said, just remember that all of our 
favourite directors have a major misfire now 
and then: Romero had Monkey Shines, Car- 
penter had Ghosts of Mars and Craven had 
Deadly Friend. Let's just hope that Marshall 
has had his bomb and now he can move on to 
belter things. 

Last Chance Lance 

POINTLESS PORTRAIT 

simn 

Starring Rachael Taylor, Joshua Jackson 
and Megumi Okina 
Directed by Masayuki Ochiai 
Written by Luke Dawson 
Fox 

We live in a world of 
recycling, which means 
that when I'm not pawing 
through my garbage like a 
damned raccoon, separat- 
ing my paper and plastic. 1 
can be found sitting in a 
movie theatre watching the 
latest Hollywood rehash of 
a superior Asian horror 
film. Joining the ranks of 
this recent wave of 
remakes is Shutter, which was originally an 
awesome Thai horror film by directors Ban- 
jong Pisanthanakun and Parkpoom Wong- 
pooin (RM#68). 

The remake stars Joshua Jackson (Pacey 
from DaMson's Creek) and Rachael Taylor 
(the hot Australian computer nerd from 
Transformers), and was helmed by Japanese 
director Masayuki Ochiai (Infection). Hmm. 
a Thai film with an American cast made by a 
Japanese director - sounds like a recipe for 
disaster. 

The movie follows newlyweds Ben (Jack- 
son) and Jane (Taylor) who have moved to 


Tokyo, where Ben has accepted a job as a 
fashion photographer. Soon after arriving, 
they apparently hit and kill a girl with their 
car. yet the police are unable to find a body. 
Jane is convinced that they’re being haunted 
by her when strange “spirit images" appear 
in their photos, and Ben suffers mysterious 
neck cramps (scaiy stulT. eh?). She investi- 
gates and uncovers a connection between the 
girl and Ben that leads to a showdov\ n with 
the restless spirit. 

The film moves at the pace of a snail 
climbing Mount Fuji, with loo much time 
spent on unnecessary, boring character 
development that doesn’t help advance the 
plot. With the exception of a few jump scares 
and an over-the-lop nod to Hitchcock's Psy- 
cho. Shutter ultimately fails because 
it lacks any of the supernatural 
ereepiness that made the original so 
enjoyable. 

It's sad that the best thing one can 
say about Ochiai's direction is that 
he decided to forego the done-lo- 
death, pasty, long-haired ghost girl 
look, opting instead to chop her 
locks at shoulder-length. 

As the saying goes, if it ain't 
broke, don't fix it - to which I'd 
like to add. don’t remake it either. 

Last Chance Lance 

NR, THIS IS THE NORSTI 

IW OF 1«E DEAD 

Starring Mena Suvari, Michael Welch 
and Nick Cannon 
Directed by Steve Miner 
Written by Jeffrey Reddick 
Millennium Films 

Did he back over a producer’s lhasa apso'l 
Bum down his last movie set with a careless- 
ly placed crack pipe? Spit in the face of a 
vengeful old gypsy woman who asked for an 


autograph? Goddamn, whatever it was, 
Steve Miner must’ve really pissed someone 
off to get eursed with a project like this Day 
of the Dead remake. In one fell swoop the 
seasoned director has squandered any horror 
fan goodwill he had leftover from making 
House and the first two Friday the !3th 
sequels with this latest un-lubed savaging of 
a Romero title. 

Without bemoaning the relevance of a 
remake. Day of Dead is simply an amateur- 
ish. cliched, teeny- 
bopper flick that 
aggressively ruins 
everything great 
about a Romero 
zombie film. (Yes, 
to follow up on 
my Catacombs 
review from two 
issues ago, this is 
now the wprst 
horror film of the 
year so far.) The 
artistic assault begins with a group of small- 
town teens indulging in the expected horror 
film activities, but amidst the heavy petting, 
one of them shows signs of sickness. Mean- 
while. the military has cordoned olT the 
town. Ving Rhames, who was in the Dawn of 
the Dead remake, appears briefiy as 
"Rhodes" and the diminutive Mena Suvari 
stars as the least convincing soldier ever. As 
a zombie outbreak erupts at the hospital, she 
rallies a group of survivors, including her 
younger brother, a comic relief character 
who dishes irritating pop culture one-liners 
and "Bud.” a soldier turned semi-intelligent 
zombie who doesn't kill humans because 
he’s - arc you silting down for this? - a gen- 
tle vegan. 

Not crappy enough for you? Well then how 
about infected who collectivelv freeze before 
turning zombie, instantly take on a rotted 
appearance and - are you laying down fc». 
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PITY THE FOtL HHO 
MISSES THIS ONE 


Starring Ray Stevenson, Richard Brake 
and Julian Wadham 
Directed by Steve Barker 
Written by Rae Brunton 
Columbia/Tristar 


Confession time: as 
1 youngster I was 


obsessed with the A- 
Team to the point of 
dressing up in cam- 
ouflage and shooting 
a toy gun at the TV 
screen every time the 
show came on. I had 
all the toys, ate Mr. T 
cereal and even 
recorded the opening credit music on an old 
tape player. Massive gold chains, black boo- 
gie vans and network TV antics notwith- 
standing, a small group of well-anncd mili- 
tary types facing danger and kicking a.ss also 
has made for some righteous supernatural 
dust-ups. with werewolves {Dog Soldiers). 
aliens (Predator), zombies (the first Resident 
Evil), ghosts (R-Point) and more aliens 
(Aliens). 

Outpost, the first feature from British 
director Steve Barker, takes this concept to 
wartom Eastem Europe. Here, a group of 
mercenaries is assembled to guide a scienti.st 
on a very secret mission to find an old mili- 
tary bunker. Once there, they discover not 
only a room full of bodies -- including one 
live and extremely creepy mute 
but that the site was a former 
Nazi research centre involving 
a machine with inter-dimen- 
sional capabilities. As the 
increasingly shifty scientist 
works on firing up the device, 
the men come under attack from 
a force not quite like anything 
you’ve seen in a hoiTor film 
before. To avoid spoilers, let’s 
just say that the device isn’t 
Hitler's lost tickle machine and 
the invaders haven’t come to 
apologize for World War II. 

A few unlikely plot conveniences (c.g. a 
generator that still works and a stunningly 
preserved film reel explaining the back story) 
and a climax that dilutes the horror by over- 
explaining everything, will induce involun- 
tary eye-rolling, unfoitunately. While not 
quite a classic. Outpost definitely falls into 
overlooked gem territory. It’s relentlessly 
tense with more than a few chilling moments 




Deadly £nd: An exercise in uncomfortable body horror that doesn’t resort to torture pom. 


this? - crawl on the ceiling. The. Ceiling. Oh 
yeah, and as the group fights its way to an 
underground bunker on the outskirts of 
town, we're also treated to CG gore effects 
that may have been rendered on an Etch A 
Sketch. (Did they blow the friggin’ squib 
budget hiring Suvari and Rhames?) 

It’s easy to see why, say. the neophyte jok- 
ers behind Day of the Dead 2 would try to 
make a name for themselves on the back of 
Romero’s legacy, but Miner? He’s old 
school, with a reputation of his own. so it’s 
a baffling career choice. 

Waitaminutc... maybe he’s the guy who 
set those fires in the Hollywood hills last 
year, because this film ccitainly feels like 
punishment for a very bad deed. 

Dave Alexander 

BUT ON THE FLIPSIDE„ 

DEIlDiy EBI 

Starring Jack Huston, Pell James 
and Nick Searcy 

Written and directed by Graeme Whifler 
Full Moon 

In our March issue I pronounced Hack! 
the top contender for worst horror film of 
2008. despite it being so early in the year. 
(In the same issue. Dave Alexander tagged 
Catacombs for similar dishonours, but 
clearly these things change.) Depressing, 
yes. but here’s the flipside: early as it is 
even now. I may Just have seen this year’s 
best indie horror film. Deadlv End. a.k.a. 
Neighborhood Watch. (Although it's actual- 
ly been in the can several years and is just 
now getting a proper release.) 

If the name Graeme Whiller is unfamiliar 
to many of you. the writer/director is 
nonetheless beloved by fans of the Resi- 
dents. having directed several of the ’90s 
art-rock group’s videos included in the 200 1 
_ /cA>- Flix compilation. In Deadly End, he 
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spins a darkly satirical tale of a young cou- 
ple (played by Jack Huston and Pell James) 
who run afoul of some very strange neigh- 
bours after they move into a drab bungalow 
in a drab subdivision. One particularly over- 
bearing and crusty creep (Nick Searcy) tries 
to ingratiate himself with the couple, who 
politely rebuff his advances but soon sus- 
pect that he’s slowly poisoning them. The 
film could be described as equal parts 
Neighbors. The Tenant and John Landis’ 
Masters of Horror episode Family (but 
made before it), with hints of The Amitvville 
Horror's home ownership nightmare, but 
that’s not to say Deadly End doesn’t stand 
on its own. To call it a gross-out film would 
also be accurate, but if that sounds like a 
dismissal, it’s most certainly not. Whifler 
has a talent for delivering tmly cringe- 
inducing visuals without resorting to tired- 
ass torture porn cliches. Without giving 
specifics aw'ay. let’s just 
say the excruciating cli- 
mactic scene gives Dou- 
glas Buck’s Cutting 
Moments a run for its 
money. Jack Huston 
(grandson of legendary 
director John Huston) is 
especially compelling as 
our beleaguered hero, 
and Searcy turns in a per- 
formance of studied 
skeeziness that would do 
Joe Spinel] proud. 

Low budget and of 
admittedly limited appeal to anyone outside 
the hardcore horror audience. I'll be 
shocked W Deadly End doesn't accumulate a 
small but rabid following over the next cou- 
ple of years. Besides, any movie bearing the 
Full Moon imprint these days with nary a 
puppet in sight must have you curious. Well, 
doesn’t it? 

John W. Bowen 




r 
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— ' ■ %fl-executed jump scares that make the 
- of the film’s shadowy, airless selling. 
: , Barker’s got chops behind tlie camera and his 
cast IS unexpectedly good in front of it. 
Instead of a collection of tough-guy cliches, 
they’re a believable bunch of hardened sol- 
diers from around the world, thanks in no 
small part to screenwriter Rae Bmnton’s dia- 
logue. 

Take it from a grown man who still has a 
Mr. T action figure commingling with his 
horror toys; until the A-Tcam goes toe-lo- 
tentaclc with Cthulhu, Outpost will do just 
fine. 


Dave Alexander 

FUNGUCIDE 



Starring Lindsey Haun, Jack Huston 
and Max Kasch 
Directed by Paddy Breathnach 
Written by Pearse Elliott 
Magnolia 

The premise of Slirooms. 
though astonishingly unrealistic, 
is simple: five American 
teenagers travel to Ireland for 
what this Irish bloke. Jake, 
promises will be a magic mush- 
room-fuelled trip of a lifetime. An 
expert in the fungal aits. Jake 
leads the group deep into the for- 
est during “’shroom season” and verses them 
in the dos and don’ls of the local agriculture. 

He tells of the mysterious “indigenous 
people,” slobbering forest dwellers with as 
many teeth as l.Q. points, and strange inci- 
dents that have been reported up here in 
these ve}T woods. But most of all. the 
'shroom shaman warns about the "Death's 
Head Fungi” - a mushroom that reportedly 
grants the taster the ability to cross into other 
dimensions, communicate with the dead, 
experience foresight and shape-shift. Insert 
your own Grateful Dead joke here. 

Shunning the threat of possible death upon 
ingestion, the lightweight of the group, Tara 
(Lindsey Haun). eats one of Ihe little black 
suckers, while the rest of the gang sticks to 
the regular garden variety, and so the adven- 
ture begins. The paranoia is obviously on 
high, with Tara periodically experiencing 
crippling hallucinations/premonitions that 


set up the axis upon which the rest of the 
movie turns. She sees everyone die before 
they actually do and runs around, in vain, 
tiying to save them from their date with 
death. The usual horror cliches kick in here 
as one by one the cast members get picked 
off by a cloaked druid who is 
never really explained, but since 
ihe sorry lot arc never sure 
whether what they’re seeing is 
real or imagined, it doesn't feel 
like a deal-breaker. 

The deaths and hallucinations 
don’t reveal much in their chop- 
pily edited, music video-style 
chaos but you’ll still gel a buzz 
from the nifty photography and 
a few choice scenes - one involving a talk- 
ing cow made me check to make sure my 
diary hadn't been stolen, and another includ- 
ed the line this movie absolutely had to 
have; ‘T wish I hadn’t taken those 
’shrooms.” When the end credits rolled, 1 
couldn’t say the same. 

Trevor Tuminski 



NOT SO HOT 


Starring Michael Pare, Jeffery “Ja Rule” Atkins 

and Jenny MeShane 

Directed by William Butler 

Written by William Butler, Aaron Stongoni 

and Scott Aronson 

Melee 

After starring in Texas Chainsaw Mas- 
sacre I/I and Night of the Living Deac. 


(1990), not to mention providing FX work 
on From Beyond, it’s safe to say that 
William Butler is a true disciple of the 
genre, though that dedication hasn't given 
him much success as a writer/director. He 
co-scripted those two awful recent Return 
of the Living Dead sequels, and now in the 
director's chair he’s throwing down movies 
like Furnace, a hopelessly dull straight-to- 
DVD clunker that fails to capitalize on the 
inherent crccpincss of its own premise; a 
haunted prison. 

After a prison guard comes home and 
inexplicably commits suicide, detective 
Michael Turner (Michael Pare), a stereotyp- 
ical lonely cop 
with a haunted 
past, is called in 
to investigate. 

Turns out an old 
wing of the max- 
im urn-security 
prison has recent- 
ly been reopened, 
and anyone who 
goes near it ends 
up in a body bag 
soon after, The 
culprit? A dark- 
haired ghost girl 
straight out of The Ring. Only instead of a 
well, it’s a furnace, and she’s about as scary 
as Dora the Explorer. 

Parc sleepwalks through his role, which is 
to be expected with a script this lame, and 
Ja Rule and Danny Trejo have meaningless 
bit parts, likely created as an excuse to have 
them on the DVD cover. Only Tom Size- 







DON'T LISTEN TO FRANCO 

NI1IUB[ MOBTE 

Starring Troy McFadden, Carole Derrien 
and Laurent Guyon 
Written and directed by Paul Burrows 
Salvation Films 

Nature Morte {Still Life) is one of those 
films that almost defies description. The 
lemis sleazy, artful, erotic, minimalist, Euro- 
trash. amateurish and pornographic all apply 
and yet arguably do nothing to properly cat- 
egorize il. 

It follows Oliver Davenport, an American 
art expert helping French police discover the 
motives behind a series of hmtal sex murders 
and art forgeries that may be connected. Flis 
investigation leads him to an island off the 
coast of Thailand, where he encounters a 
group of rich, hedonistic weirdos w'ho invite 
him into their world of experimental art, lim- 
itless diTjgs and free sex. 

Paul Bumiws' directorial debut proves to 
be an uneven mess immersed in surreal, 
dmg-fucllcd imagery and plagued by horri- 
bly amateurish acting. It continually defies 
itself at every turn, starting olf as a bizaiTc. 
erotic giallo. then morphing into a formulaic 
police procedural, 
only to finish off 
as a lame-ass mur- 
der mystery with 
hints towards a 
never-explained 
supernatural con- 
nection. 

Burrows has 
quite clearly stat- 
ed that he had 
never even been 
on a film set before 
making Nature Morte\ his inexperience 
shows as he consistently sacrifices attempts 
to advance the paper-thin plot by trying to be 
hyper-stylish, with scene after scene of drug- 
addled depravity and luscious lesbian beau- 
ties clad in tight-fitting latex. 

Other than a standout performance by Car- 
ole Derrien in the role of the sexy, depraved 
and villainous Blanche, the soundtrack is the 
only saving grace of the entire film. Fonner 
Siouxsie and the Banshees founder Steven 
Severin and his wife Arban manage to put 
together an appealing and appropriately eerie 
soundtrack that is really much, much better 
than this movie deserves. 

Nature Morte may have been described as 
"insane and beautiful" by director Jess Fran- 
co but you can quote me as saying that it's 
just plain insane. 

Last Chance Lance 


Furnace: Ripping off J-hortor with a ghost girl who's burned rather than drowned. 


more adds a spark as a coiTupt guard who, 
of course, has a history with Parc's charac- 
ter. 

All in all. Furnace is so thoroughly gener- 
ic. you can literally doze olf for twenty min- 
utes of it and not miss a beat. And just how 
lazy is the script? The final secret is 
revealed by an extended hallucinatory 
sequence that comes out of nowhere, play- 
ing out previous events in detail for Turner. 
Whew! Lucky for him, otherwise he 
would’ve been on this crappy case all year. 

Aaron Von Lupton 

GRAPPLING WITH GARBAGE 


Starring Rey Misterio Sr., Leyla Razzari 
and Adam Huss 

Written and directed by Jesse Baget 
Anchor Bay 

Tucked firmly in the greasy, spandex- 
wrapped nether region between gladiatorial 
combat and gay pom rests the "sports enter- 
tainment" phenomenon of professional 
wrestling, w'hcrcin guys in 
trucker caps and NASCAR 
shirts get increasingly 
ecstatic at the spectacle of 
mostly naked men, muscles 
glistening w'ith baby oil. 
gripping each other tightly 
on pay-per-view w'hilc 
Toby Keith plays in the 
background. 

But there's wrestling, mi 
amigos, and then there’s 
Mexican wrestling, a gen- 
uine macho sport which 
spawned such legendary 
luchadorcs as El Santo. Mil Mascaras and 
The Blue Demon. Their epic confrontations 
m the squared circle soon led to literally 


hundreds of cinematic showdowns against 
vampires, werewolves, robots and Aztec 
mummies. 

Sadly, there arc Mexican wrestling 
movies, and then there’s Wrestleniaiiiac. 

Ham-fistedly fusing elements of horror, 
lucha fibre and amateur pom in ways guar- 
anteed to frustrate fans of all three. Wrestle- 
maniac starts with the lowest common 
denominator then immediately begins dig- 
ging. After opening with a detailed descrip- 
tion of the mythical sex practice known as 
the Dirty Sanchez by a guy who looks to be 
the recent recipient of one, wc meet the 
least sympathetic characters this side of an 
Eli Roth movie: an amateur pom crew way- 
laid en route to Cabo San Lucas {actual 
nudity is restricted to some briefiy-fiashed 
breasts, making this setup both sleazy and a 
lease). Trapped in the deserted village of El 
Sangre Dc Dios, they’re soon thankfully 
dispatched onc-by-onc by hastily explained 
mad masked wrestler "El Mascarado" not 
nearly as fast as you’d like. 

Heavily promoted as the star in the box 
art, Wresllenianiac features very little of 
luchadorc Rey Misterio Sr. 
(or, for that matter, much in 
the way of actual wrestling). 
Misterio doesn't even appear 
on camera until well past the 
halfway point of the film’s 
scant 71-minute running 
time. Apparently even he had 
better things to do than show 
up for this piece of shit. 

If there were any justice in 
the world, the silver-masked 
ghost of El Santo himself 
would appear to deliver a 
Hying drop kick on 
writer/director Jesse Baget. Followed 
immediately by a - yes Dirty Sanchez. 

Joseph O’Brien 




fAKE A C8LD SHOWER, STU! 


Starring Gary Oldman, Paddy Considine 

ana Aitana Sanchez-Gijon 

Directed by Koldo Serra 

Written by Jon Sagala and Koldo Serra 

Lionsgate 


I'm not embarrassed to admit that I have great 
man-love for Gaiy Oldman. And while it sucks 
to see him in substandard, empty-headed fare 
such as The Backwoods. I'm persuaded to for- 
give him. because what man in his right mind 
would pass up the chance to star alongside the 
outrageously picturesque Virginia Ledoyen 
(Leonardo DiCaprio's bikini-clad French play- 
mate in Danny Boyle's The Beach)'? Joining 
them is British actor Paddy Considine (Hot 
Fuzz) and Italian beauty Aitana Sanchez-Gijon 
( The Machiiiisi). who help infuse The Back- 
woods with a curiously pleas- 
ant admixture of European 
flavours. 

Set in the summer of 1978. 
this shameless Straw Dogs 
rip-off recounts the misad- 
ventures of a pair of couples 
who drive up to rural North- 
ern Spain for what they mis- 
takenly assume will be a 
relaxing vacation. 

Upon arriving at their destination, the men 
waste no time in proving their masculinity by 
grabbing a couple of double-barrelled shotguns 
to hunt bunny wabbits. While traversing the 
woods, they happen upon a mysterious cottage 
containing a deranged girl with deformed hands. 
In an act of misplaced compassion that's sure to 
go punished by the gods, they take her back to 
their cabin; it isn't long before drooling, armed 
local hillbillies come a-knocking. To throw them 
off the scent, the two men join the hunting paity 
while the women stay at home to hide the child, 
but given the European eye candy on display, it's 
no surprise that a couple of the mouth-breathers 
double back to pay the ladies the old siii'jtrise 
visil. 

At this point, any reasonably astute genre fan 
could conjure up a gazillion scenarios of satisfy- 
ing sadism, and given its shameless plundering 
of Sam Peckinpah’s 1971 masteipiccc. we'd 
expect nothing less than a crescendo of mind- 
numbing violence. Unfortunately, such possibil- 
ities are diffused almost as quickly as they’re 
suggested, and this is the great failing of The 
Backwoods. While it's beautifully made and 
masterfiilly stylized, it never lives up to the per- 
verse promise of its pre-vvom premise. The sight 
of Ledoyen in a sec-through blouse isn’t the only 
thing that leaves us with a case of blue balls. 

Stuart F. Andrews 
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BIKINI BLODDBATB 

Brightly Entertainment 

The only reason this DVD isn’t propping up the short leg on my desk is 
because of two little words emblazoned on the cover: “Debbie Rochon!” My 
all-time favourite Canadian scream queen (next to the late Fay Wray, of 
course) stars as a pervy high school gym teacher in this off-beat parody tfiat 
features a killer - who looks like The Muppet Show% Swedish Chef on 
steroids - carving up sexy airheads at their high school graduation hot tub 
party. Although it clocks in at just over an hour, has a lousy soundtrack and 
seems to be shot with spooge on the camera lens, Bikini Bloodbath is campy fun. And it fea- 
tures Rochon in a Citizen /fane-inspired, lesbian-themed death scene that may be her best 
onscreen finale yet. 

Body Count: 11 

Time ’Til First Topless Girl: 1:09 

SPLATIEB BEACH 

Camp Motion Pictures 

I’ve long followed the career of Misty Mundae with the passion of a Cub 
Scout hoping to earn his pervert badge, and even though she now goes by 
her more “respectable” birth name, Erin Brown, I gleefully sat down to 
watch her star in the Polonia Brothers’ campy take on Roger Corman’s 
Humanoids From the Deep. In it, she plays a girl trying to warn locals about 
a group of sea creatures that plan on turning them into a beach buffet. Although the film suf- 
fers from some shaky bluescreen effects and the distressing fact that Misty/Erin’s clothes stay 
on, it’s still a cool movie with great creature costumes, decent gore effects and a terrific retro 
rock ’n’ roll soundtrack. Annette Funicello - eat your heart out! 

Body Count; 11 

Time 'Til First Topless Girl: 1:42 


CBEAEBBE FBBU THE BIEEBIEEY EABBBN 

Shock-O-Rama Cinema 

Inbred rednecks, mutated fish creatures and mad science? Wow. . . WOW! 

Talk about sweetening frie deal! Creature from the Hillbilly Lagoon {a.k.a. 

Seepage.) even chucks in a group of clueless, sexy college kids, sent to said 
lagoon to test for toxic contamination, but who spend most of their time 
skinny-dipping in the murky water. Here they’re attacked by amphibious 
mutant fish with razor-sharp teeth, stereotypical hillbillies (“Bubba” and 
“Cooter,” naturally) and some weirdo researchers intent on breeding a race of superior sea 
creatures. The result is a tight, well-written production loaded with great gore, some sweet 
rubber suit costumes and very creative comic book-style cut scenes. So grab your Speedo, 
strap on your shotgun and head on down to the Hillbilly Lagoon! 

Body Count 19 Sftf! 

Time ’Til First Topless Girl: 1:42 Hr ! 
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'.Seviews by Stuart P. Andrews, Paul Corupe and last Clance lance 


Pop Skull 

‘ . popskulltiiemovie.coin 

fbp Skull is an interesting case stijdy; it’s a weird 
mixture of tiie truly incredible infused with the utter- 
ly unwatchable. The man responsible is Alabama- 

based auteur and wunderkind, 

Wingard. He was only 22 
when he directed his first feature, 
2004’s Home Sick (starring Bill 
Moseley and Tiffany Shepis), but it’s 
■ jn i^jg 2007 sophomoric effort which 
m " ^ assure him a 4 )lace in the pan- 

theon of camcorder Coppolas. 

With Pop Skull - shot on DV with 
a volunteer cast and crew on a $3000 budget - 
Wingard demolishes the wall of apologies and tech- 
nical excuses that no-budget neophytes typically 
hide behind. He confidently wields carefully com- 
posed images, hallucinatory editing techniques and a 
densely textured sound design to plunge us deep into 
#ie dismal world of Daniel (co-writer Lane Hughes). 
After getting dumped, the emo rocker-wannabe spi- 
rals into a vortex of self-pitying, pill-popping 
derangement complete with hyper-violent fantasies 
and the occasional ghostly apparition. 

Unfortunately, everything that m^es Pop Skull ini- 
tially intriguing becomes irritating as it descends into 
film school wankery. And Daniel is such an aggravat- 
ing whiner that it’s a challenge sit through this with- 
out hate-fucking the fast forward button. Still, 
Wingard (who shot, directed and edited the flick) pos- 
sesses that rare, dream-like, Lynchian gift of conjur- 
ing cinematic interior landscapes. I can’t wait to see 
what he’ll do with better material. SFA 


Shot in tile sleepy community of Sublime, Texas, 
and spiced with a good measure of redneck colour. 
The Wild Man of the Navidad succeeds mostly on the 
strengtii of Meeks’ low-key performance as Rogers, 
whose journals and accounts supposedly formed the 
basis of this film. Whether you believe there’s any 
truth to Wild Man or not, tiiere’s no denying that this 
is a well-shot, Soutiiern spook show tiirowback that 
passes up aggressive scares for pure atmosphere - 
you can almost hear the black flies buzzing 
gM and feel the blast of hot Sasquatch breath 
down the back of your neck. PC 


hospital and is hunted down by a hulking, mire, 

masked, power tool-wielding lunatic, it proves to be 

anything but boring, as tile crew ' 

membem must pool their skills 

to unlock a secret and escape 

the killer. Sure, it contains many 

cliches of mental hospital' 

slasher flicks, but it’s still a 

solid, highly entertaining film 

with tasteful nudi^, fantastic 

locations and some great gore. 

My only complaint is tiie abu- 
sive soundtrack, which is so. horribly percussive at^ 
times that it detracts front an otherwise pleasurable ' 
viewing experience. 

Director Patrick McBrearty’s directorial debut has 
got to be one of the best indie films I’ve seep in 
years in terms of its production value and. the fact 
that he was able to illicit some solid performances- 
from a group of amateur acto^ who had the great 
fortune to be working with a competent scriptC'^r 

For a first-time effort, tiiis is worth getting lockeiC' 
away for. LCL ' , ' 


The Wild Man 
oi the Havidad 
wildmanofthenavidad.com 

Directed by Duane Graves and Justin Meeks, and 
co-produced by The Texas Chainsaw Massacre co- 
writer Kim Henkel, tiiis slow-burning 
creature feature does an admirable gMHsM 
job at capturing tiie seedy,' Inscrutable 
ambience of the Bigfoot film boom of 
the 1970s. Based on a long-standing 
local Tgg§hd, Tlie''Wirdmh bf0ie 
Navidad stars Meeks as Dale S. 

Rogers, a poor welder who tends to 

the needs of his crippled wife, all the 

while keeping a hairy, violent man- 

creature who lives in the woods behind his shack at 

bay. When Rogers loses his job, however, he’s forced 

to open up his potentially dangerous property to well- 

heeled hunters in order to afford his wife’s pills. 


« . P&yeho Ward 

psychowardthemovie.com 

^^1 Just once I'd like to see a horror movie 
H|| about an abandoned hospital, mental institu- 
tion or prison that doesn’t involve a maniac 
stalking the unsuspecting people who break 
into it. Then again, that would probably be pretty bor- 
ing, wouldn’t it? 

Even though Psycho I'yard features a documentary 
film crew that ventures inside an abandoned mental 
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DOViWlUiaHIT^O^ 
PHEHOMiNA ;®*iPJSw 
nkl^PLaYER 


DAMOARCENTn-S 


The five films in this collection have 
been mastered from original vault elements 
and are now presented uncut and uncensored 
in a collectible SteelBook"* package! 


Sexual corruption, 
savage bloodshed'and 

virtuoso filmmaking' 


iNIwt 

nflTimmi 


An insane epic of terror, wonder, 
and jaw-dropping carnage 
starring Jennifer Connelly 
and Donald Pleasence 


iiATimtnt 


www.anchorbayent.com 
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M ra [IFIfl[ BLOODY lfilS|ig]2| 

starring Edwige Fenech, George Hilton 
and Paola Quattrini 
Directed by Anthony Ascott 
Written by Ernesto Gastaldi 
Blue Underground 

You have to hand it to the 
Italians. Back in the ’60s 
and ’70s, they definitely 
knew how to put out effec- 
tively sexy yet brutally 
bloody little films, of which 
The Case of the Bloody Iris 
(a.k.a. Erotic Blue, What 
Are Those Strange Drops of 
Blood Doing on Jennifer's 
Bodv?) is among the best. 

Director Giuliano Carn- 
imeo (here under the pseu- 
donym Anthony Ascott) takes a break from 
spaghetti westerns to plunge into giallo ter- 
ritory with this deliciously kinky and styl- 
lensed tale. 




Euro-fave Edwige Fenech stars as a 
beautiful model named Jennifer, who 
moves into a posh high-rise apartment that 
was the scene of two brutal murders. After 
taking up residence in the unit belonging to 
one of the victims - a young model (and 
erotic wrestling per- 
fonner in a sleazy "men's 
club”) - she finds herself 
relentlessly stalked by a 
rubber glove-wearing 
murderer. Is the killer 
Jennifer’s jealous and 
controlling cx-husband 
who wants to pull her 
back into the orgiastic 
sex-cult she was once 
part of? Her elderly 
neighbour’s hideously 
deformed son? A myste- 
rious female neighbour 
with a penchant for 
young, attractive ladies? Or the building’s 
handsome but squeamish architect (George 
Hilton), who she’s falling in love with? 

Scripted by Ernesto Gastaldi {The Horri- 


ble Dr. Hitchcock, The Whip and the Bodv). 
the plot features several red herrings and 
some genuinely effective death scenes, 
including the slashing of a prostimte in an 
elevator, which seems to have been lifted 
by Brian De Palma fox Dressed to Kill. 

Fenech, while beautiful, is not much of a 
thespian. nor is Hilton as the cardboard 
hero. The stilted pcrfonnances are made up 
for. though, by eye-catching psychedelic 
kaleidoscopic lens effects, zooms and 
point-of-view shots, plenty of undressed 
young models and a groovy Jazz score by 
Bruno Nicolai (Jess Franco’s Count Dracu- 
la and Lizard in a Wo/nan s Skin, and Dario 
Argento's Bird with the Crystal Plumage 
and Four Flies on Grey Velvet). 

Although not quite on the scale of. say. a 
Bava or Argento picture. The Case of the 
Bloody Iris holds its own in the giallo 
genre. If you picked it up when Anchor Bay 
previously reissued it. Blue Underground 
offers the same handful of extras. If not. it’s 
time to get acquainted with this sleazy, styl- 
ish and inventively twisted little thriller. 

James Burrell 


DULL eOGe OF 
THC BL^DC 


SWELNLY mDD: 

THE DEMON BMHER BE FLEET STREET |193G| 

starring Tod Slaughter, Stella Rho 
and Bruce Seton 
Directed by George King 
Written by George Dibdin-Pitt, 

Frederick Hayward and H.F. Maltby 
Legend House 

Although hailed as the British counter- 
part of icons Boris Karloff and Bela 
Lugosi, theatre actor Tod Slaughter has 
remained a relatively minor figure in the 
history of horror. Slaughter performed in a 
handful of killer-themed melodramas until 
his death in 1956. but. like Lugosi he was 
best known For a role he had recreated 
countless times on stage: Sweeney Todd. 
When homegrown film quotas were intro- 
duced in England to balance out the over- 
whelming Hollywood imports. Slaughter 
was called upon by slapdash director 
George King to resurrect his bloodthirsty 
barber for Sweeney Todd: The Demon Bar- 
ber of Fleet Street. 

In this, the first sound adaptation of the 
story, the self-centred Todd robs and mur- 
ders prosperous seafaring gentlemen with 
the help of a specially rigged barber’s chair 
and a straight razor. For a slice of the pro- 
ceeds. Mrs. Lovett (Stella Rho) then dis- 
poses of the victims by getting rid of the 
evidence in her meat pies. Conflict arises" 
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•wfieB^-a. sailor,' Mai’k (Bruce Seton), returns 
tOTOariy his 'sweetheart Johanna (Eve Lis- 
ter), the young girl Todd is intent on making 
his own wife. 

Emphasizing melodrama over horror. 
Syveenev Todd is a surprisingly tame film 
that only hints at the grisly deeds of Todd 
and Lovett, all of which occur otTscreen. 
Instead, the film’s only real macabre touch 
is a streak of black humour. Todd manages 
an uneasy grin through comments such as. 
’T love my work!” as he promises each 
shaving cream-lathcrcd customer that he 
will soon “polish them olT.” 

These add a nice touch to the story, but 
Slaughter’s broadly delivered one-liners 
also illustrate why the actor never became 
as prominent as Karloff and Lugosi. He 
simply rcfiises to adapt to the more intimate 
medium of film and relies on the same big 
gestures, booming voice and moustache- 
twirling villainy that made him famous on 
stage. This lack of subtlety gives the film a 
cheap, one-dimen- 
sional quality that 
keeps it from becom- 
ing a true classic of 
the genre. 

Packaged as a dou- 
ble-feature disc with 
the far less interest- 
ing thriller Crimes at 
the Dark House, this 
release of Sweeney 
Todd: The Demon 
Barber of Fleet from 
Legend House may not be essential, but it 
will satisfy the curiosity of all those wdio 
have yet to experience Tod Slaughter’s bold 
theatrics. 

Paul Corupe 

HOW LOW C;?IN 
VOU 6i j4LLO? 




Starring Barbara Magnolfi, Stefania D’Amario 

and Vanni Meterassi 

Written and directed by Enzo Milioni 

Severin 



There are some claims that I’m sure only 
Rue Morgue w'riters (and perhaps a select 
few others) can make, and here's my latest: 
The Sister of Ursula is actually the second 
killer-dildo movie I've seen in less than a 
year (the other, for the record, was Splatter 
Farm). Even as dubious accomplishments 
go, that’s kind of remarkable. More remark- 
able, at any rate, than anything about this 
plodding, by-thc-numbers. latc-era giallo. 

Gorgeous Dagmar (Stefania D'Amario. 
best knowm to RM readers as Nurse Missey 



in Fulci’s Zombie) and her insufferable, 
snaggle-toothed, drama queen sister Ursula 
(Barbara Magnolfi. previously seen in Sus- 
piria) check into a picturesque Mediter- 
ranean resort for some R&R. but Ursula 
persistently harshes the buzz with her 
“visions” of murder and mayhem. Sure 
enough, there’s a black-gloved killer skulk- 
ing about the place offing people after they 
have sex, and utilizing the aforementioned 
pscudo-sehlong to dispatch the shrieking 
females. (In typical giallo fashion, none of 
the victims ever seem to think of defending 
themselves, or even running away. 1 mean, 
come on!) Of course, all these folks actual- 
ly have to finish having sex before getting 
killed, and that kind of thing takes time. So 
what does that leave us? A giallo with even 
more sex than usual? A softcore porn film 
that wishes it were Deep Red? I’m bol- 
locksed if I know, or care. 

The already dead-slow 
plot development takes a 
back seat to undulating 
flesh as one tedious simu- 
lated sex scene follows 
another, including the 
most atrociously faked 
blowjob ever committed 
to celluloid. Granted, 
there arc some spectacu- 
lar beauties on display 
here, and they’re naked 
as often as not - Stefania 
D'Amario in particular 
seems determined to 
drop her kit cvci'y ten 
minutes or so - but as 
I’ve asserted before in 


issues past, if you can bore me with this 
much gratuitous nudity, you're doing some- 
thing seriously wrong. For all these reasons 
and more. Gentle Reader, if you see only 
one killer-dildo movie this year, don’t see 
this one. 

John W. Bowen 

DON’T GGT JINV ON Vi*I 

SEX SLAVES OE TIE S.S. |13J2) 

After Hours Cinema 

Hoping to cash in on the hype surround- 
ing last year's release of Quentin Tarantino 
and Robert Rodriguez’s homage to gnibby 
'70s cinema, Grindhouse, numerous DVD 
distributors repackaged their existing drive- 
in titles or slapped woni-out VHS masters 
onto shiny discs and put them out as grind- 
house collections. However, these releases 
ignored the principal 
attraction of the rundown 
inner-city theatres that 
inspired the film and the 
fad: hardcore sex films. 
After Hours Cinema is 
filling this, cr, gaping 
hole. 

^ev Slaves of the S.S., 
(a.k.a. Nazi Sex Experi- 
ments), has neither a title 
card or production credits, 
and has been “enhanced” 
by After Hours to resem- 
ble the Italian Nazisploita- 
tion films of the late ’70s. 
Dr. Ivan Cock-Luv, and his 
sexually ambiguous assis- 
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starring Lino Capolicchio, Stefania Casini 

and Craig Hill 

Directed by Antonio Bido 

Written by Marisa Andalo, Antonio Bido 

and Domenico Malan 

Blue Underground 


INOCAPOl.ICCniO 
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Shadow 



When Antonio Bido’s second giallo film, The 
Bloodstained Shadow (a.k.a. Solamente 
Nero), was released in 1978, the golden age 
of gialli was near an end. Masters of the 
genre had begun to move on; with Suspiria, 

Dario Argento turned to supernatural terror; 

Lucio Fulci was about to explore extreme 
gore with Zombie, and Mario Bava, having 
not made a giallo since 1970, was simply a 
decade ahead of everybody. So the fact that 
The Bloodstained Shadow iso'X the most orig- 
inal film of Its ilk is not surprising. But what 
is surprising is the mastery with which Bido 
uses his influences to resample the best of 
genre and twist its conventions to make a 
giallo that feels fresh. 

Lino Capolicchio {The House With the Laughing Windows) is young college professor 
Stefano, who returns home to Venice to visit his brother, Don Paolo, a Catholic priest 
(Craig Hill, Dracuia vs. Frankenstein). When Paolo witnesses a murder, he begins to 
receive threatening letters. To protect his brother, Stefano turns amateur sleuth, team- 
ing up with the antique dealer next door, Sandra (Stefania Casini from Suspiria). Of 
course, the black-gloved killer doesn't want to be discovered and the bodies start to pile 
up around them. 

The film features gloriously staged murders and scenes of doll abuse. What disturbs 
is not that we feel for the doll as its limbs are torn off or its glass eyes are gouged out, 
it’s the absolute delight a feeble-minded man-child exhibits as his mother attempts to 
console him by punishing his bad little dolly. 

In addition to all this, The Bloodstained Shadow boasts one of the best film scores of 
the era. In a best-of-both-worlds pairing, the music was composed by Stelvio Cipriani, 
then arranged and performed by an uncredited Goblin. 

It's a shame that Antonio Bido hasn't made more gialli. In fact he's made very few 
films since The Bloodstained Shadow, instead choosing to work on documentaries. But 
he has recently surfaced on the internet claiming a desire to return to the genre, and 
even has a script, li Tarlo Dei Male {The Worm ofEvil), co-authored with his wife and 
writing partner from The Bloodstained Shadow. Hopefully it's a film worth waiting for. 

Jason Pichonsky 



tant Fritz (a petite middle-aged woman witfr- 
a mustache glued to her lip), mug it up as 
researchers on female sexual response for 
the Third Reich in the waning days of 
WWll. They are given three American 
female prisoners to experiment on. however, 
instead of the usual sado-masocistic deeds 
that the subgenre promises, several tepid, 
poorly filmed sex scenes and silent 8mm 
inserts ensue before the captives are liberat- 
ed by the US Anny. 

Talk about your poverty-stricken pom! 
The action takes place on two sets, a labora- 
tory with a giant cardboard computer that 
threatens to fly apart at any second, and a 
small cell to hold the girls in. The only 
atrocity on display is the cinematography. A 
showcase lesbian scene looks as if it was 
filmed by a cameraman hanging by one ann 
from the rafters! 

A second smut obscurity. Woman of 
Vengeance, is included on a bonus disc. A 
wife, who is having an affair with an 
employee at her unfaithful husband's bike 
shop, hires a hit man to get rid of him, but 
the murder plot goes awry. This one features 
more conventional hardcore action, and a 
decidedly downbeat climax. 

Both features are taken from battered film 
elements, which only bolster their allure. 
Between the two discs, there arc some 30 
trailers included as extras, making for a 
large and satisfying package (heh). 

As erotica, this set will hardly have you 
fumbling for your zipper, but as a window 
into the dingy sin palaces of lore, they are as 
authentic an experience as you’re likely to 
get without having to fend off the clumsy 
clutches of strangers in the dark. 

The Gore-met 
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www.fearscapestudios.com 


SPECIAL FUTURES: 

MAKING OFMERCr 
MOVIE COMIC BOOK 
PHOTO GALLERY 
TRAILERS 


Aftei seivli! tweiti-five yean lai connitling a aiystenaas aid violeai 
Cline, loha Is released Iran pHsea. Unlaiteialely, the flisl haniao contact he 
has is with a naalacal paiale aflicei. lahi's later experleece with a 
condescending new landlord Isn't so great either, and together these 
enconnters ellectively establish the hleak and nlserahle tnne that seens to 
characteilrehlslileontheentslde. 

Nevertheless, John works to establish a rootine as a way to counter his guilt 
and achieve a sense ol nomalcy. However, he soon loses his way when a 
wonld-be actress awakens certain deeply suppressed desires. These desires, 
in ten, trigger eerie hallncinatlons and distarhing nightmares that recall a 
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Mexican horror films of the 1960s are fre- 
qiienlly a Frankenstein's monster of genre 
tropes, stitching elements of high-Oying 
wrestling action, heart-tugging melodrama, 
mad science and occult fantasy onto a tradi- 
tional gothic framework. A refreshingly 
straightforward chiller from Mexican 
schlock purveyors Cinematografica 
Calderon S.A.. Munecos iiifernales (or 
Curse u1 the Doll People as it was later reti- 
tled for American audiences) proves you 
should always sweat the small stuff - espe- 
cially if it’s preparing to jam a foot-long 
needle into your neck. 

One of the studio’s best films of the 
decade. Curse of the Doll People is an 
unapologelic. cheap knock-off of Tod 
Browming’s decent, but less- 
than-classic 1936 program- 
mer The Devit-DolL in which 
Lionel Barrymore enlists sev- 
eral miniaturized humans - 
created by a scientist intent 
on curbing world hunger - to 
murder his enemies. Stripping 
out all the distracting science 
and costly composite photog- 
raphy. Curse of the Doll Peo- 
ple may be only a few steps 
away from poverty row. but it 
still manages to weave a surre- 
al, dream-like atmosphere from its off-kilter 
camera angles and shadowy cinematogra- 
phy, making it far creepier than its inspira- 
tion. 

In the film, a team of archeologists return 
to Mexico City with a sacred idol recovered 
from an ancient temple. Laughing off 
rumours of a voodoo curse associated with 
the stolen artifact, they are suddenly 
besieged by strange and creepy occuixences 
orchestrated by a vengeful high priest 
(Quintin Bulncs). With the help of his zom- 
bie accomplice, the priest has the plundcr- 


Curse of the Doll People: An unapologetic, low-budget knock-off of Tod Browning’s The Devil-Doll. 


ers killed one by one. and traps their souls 
in three-foot-tall look-alike dolls. Brought 
to life, these dolls become diminutive 
killers willing to carry out the priest’s evil 
plans. As their colleagues dis- 
appear. the remaining archeol- 
ogists grab crucifixes and hunt 
down the priest to put a stop 
to the pint-sized murder spree. 

Although never entirely 
free from camp, the film’s 
unsettling “doll people” make 
it an unforgettably creepy 
experience. After a slow' 
beginning crammed with 
expositioiial dialogue - a sta- 
ple of the Mexican honor 
film - Curse of the Doll Peo- 
ple lurches into its nightmare scenario, with 
a mule legion of dolls portrayed by w'hat 
appears to be small children wearing tiny 
suits and papier-mache masks. These head- 
pieces may be crudely fashioned, but they 
exhibit a grotesque resemblance to the adult 
actors (including the addition of tiny goa- 
tees and eyeglasses) that makes them more 
than a little unsettling. Delivered to each 
victim’s house in long, unmarked cardboard 
boxes by a flute-playing zombie assistant, 
these tiny killers strike dow-n their targets 
with a long, deadly needle. 


This visual is disturbing enough, but 
Curse of the Doll People also taps into one 
of the favourite subjects of the country's ter- 
ror flicks; the tension between Mexico’s rich 
pagan history and its desire to evolve into a 
Christian, industrial society. While in 1957's 
similarly themed Mexi-creature feature The 
Aztec Mummy, the titular monster proudly 
protected valuable Aztec treasures from the 
grasp of thieves and explorers, this time the 
archeologists are the only ones who can 
recover the idol and put an end to the priest’s 
black magic. Interestingly enough, both 
films were scripted by the same man, Cinc- 
matografiea Calderon S.A. regular Alfredo 
Salazar, who appears to reconcile these 
seemingly contradictory subtexts w'ith a 
strong, nationalistic message that historians 
and researchers must not lose sight of Mex- 
ico’s unique history and identity as it moves 
into the futrire. 

Presented in its shortened K. Gordon Mur- 
ray English dub version. Curse of the Doll 
People ioms other Murray imports Spiritism. 
Night of the Bloody .4pes. The New Invisible 
Man. Doctor of Doom and Wrestling Women 
v.v. the Aztec Mummy as pan of Crvpt of Ter- 
ror: Horror from South of the Border. Vol. 2. 
a BCl Eclipse box set that offers a fun peck 
back at vintage Mexican trash. 

Paul Corupc 
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IN SMALL PACKAGES 


46 RUE MORGUE 





A special photo edition of the 
hottest murderers ever! 

Almost 60 hot pages of killer babes in full color! 

"A razzle-dazzle magazine that's been around for awhile!" 
Pare Word Magazine 

"Wow. And Wow again." 

Park Lake Comnianique 

'This is hot” 

A reader at a comic book store 

Only $20 by mail, and that includes postage. 
First two hundred orders will receive a photo of 
Courtney, as seen here. (Must be 18 years old). 

Footsteps Publishing 

Box 75 

Round Top., NY 12473 

www.footstepspublishing.com 

Editor: Bill Munster 
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DRIVE-IKS, DELETE BINS ANO OTHEB SINS 


A II hail the ridiculous; absurdity’s inbred, 
drunken, paint-huffing country cousin. 
f \ During a conversation i had not iong ago 
with prolific horror/sci-fi journalist' John Kenneth 
Muir {Horror Films of the 1980s), he observed 
that, “To be a horror fan, you have to at some 
point be willing to embrace the ridiculous. ” Muir 
might easily have been referring to any horror 
film ever made, but as it happened, we were 
discussing The Car. “Because,” he concluded, “if 
you can't embrace the ridiculousness of The 
Car, you can’t enjoy it.” Amen, Brother Muir. 

It was for that very reason that many less 
sophisticated viewers (read: non-ridicuious- 
ness-embracing) couldn’t enjoy The _ Car in 
1977, and many still can’t. A little bit Jaws, a iit- 
tfe bit Due/ and a whole lotta kick-ass, The Car 
has a small desert town terrorized by a mysteri- 
ous automobile that appears from out of 
nowhere to run down its victims. Aside from the 
two patently obvious comparisons abo\/e. The 
Car is also heavily evocative of The Roadrun- 
ner’s high-speed chases' through dusty desert 
terrain, although said pursuits in this case gen- 
erally him out better for the predator than they 
do for the prey. Could this have been Wile E. 
Coyote's favourite film? 

Many of the The Car’s detractors bemoan a 
lack of motivation, but to ask why this car has 
decided to target this particular small town is as 
moot as debating a certain shark’s choice of 
, Amity Island. Shit simply, inevitably, happens. In 
fact, that’s wh_y The Car works better than 99% 
of its post- Jaws, nature-run-amok contempo- 
raries, since, most of those films attempt some 
cockamamie rationalization, whereas a rogue 
drivertess car is so completely divorced from the 
natural environment that it requires no back 
story whatsoever 

Besides, simple bad timing may. also have 
played a role in the film’s box-office failure; 

- 1977 was the year of Rabid, Suspirla and The 


Hills Have Eyes, as well as the mega-budget 
bomb Exorcist II: The Heretic, in the midst of all 
this it’s likely that The Car simply got lost in traf- 
ic. 

As the film’s aw-shucks hero, James Brolin is 
at his slightly grizzled best (if curiously shorn of 
his trademark chest hair) as a sheriff’s deputy 
and single father, courting the local high school 
music teacher (Kathleen Lloyd), while Ronny Cox 
has an overwrought field day as a recovering 
alcoholic deputy who always seems to be min- 
utes away from, a Scanners-sty\e head explo- 
sion, provided he doesn't fall off the wagon first. 
Instead of simply providing cannon fodder, other 
secondary characters actually flesh out the plot 
with Stephen King-style small-town back sto- 
ries. 

The Car was directed by the ultra-versatile 
Elliot Silverstein {Cat Ballou, A Man Called Horse) 
and boasts a terrific score by the recently 
deceased Leonard Rosenman {Rebel Without a 
Cause and - surprise - Race With the Devil), 
whose quoting of the 13th-century Latin hymn 
“Dies Irae” theme predates its more famous 
appearance in The Shining by three years and 
Friday the 13th by two. 

The true star of The Car is, of course, the car 
itself, a glonousty fetishistic, black and silver 


heavy metai/art deco mash-up - my pick for 
the best album cover Judas Priest never had. 
Four cars were used in the production, each a 
heavily modified 1971 Lincoln Continental 
designed by LA’s prolific George Barris (think 
Batman, The Munsters, The Monkees, The Bev- 
erly Hillbillied). Although ostensibly driverless, 
the machine is very much alive, characterized 
by P.O.V. shots of the action from behind its 
heavily tinted windshield. 

Given that the automobile was the 20th cen- 
tury’s second most recognizable signifier of 
male potency (after the gun), its possibilities as 
an object of menace would seem endless, 
although the only other films to seriously 
explore this theme have been Duel, John Car- 
penter’s so-so adaptation of Stephen King's 
Christine (a “female” carl) and Wheels of Ter- 
ror, a surprisingly solid 1990 made-for-cable 
thriller. 

Most importantly, The Car makes for a terrif- 
ic double bill with Race With the Devil - and 
Leonard Martin hates it. It’s being reissued by 
Anchor Bay this month, which is a good thing,' 
and remade as we speak, which is probably a 
bad thing. Now, to borrow from Uncle Alice: if 
you don’t want to wind up under my wheels, 
get the hell out of my basement. S 
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WESTERN'O^ND HORROi? 


your next purchase at... 

^pyGHrCATALOG. 


Enter ORer Code 


at checkout and SAVE! 


Offer valid on instock items only. Offer excludes special order items, 
and items priced $299 and over. No rainchecks. Offer expires 5/25/08. 
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Gef the graphic novel at your 
local comic store. Find one at; 
http://the-master-iist.com 

Distributed in the US and Canada 
by Diamond Comics distribution. 
Ask 'em for item # JfiN085670. 


Published by Highway 62 Press - http://www.highwoy-62.com 


144 pages of black and white 
western horror in the classic 
Warren mag vein. Bonus art by 
Horror master Guy Davis. 
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D espite its deceptively sedate title. 
Josh Simmons' previous graphic 
novel. House [RM #70). was Rue 
Morgue's hoiTor comic of 2007. It 
followed three youths breaking into an aban- 
doned estate, discovering a secret passage- 
way and meeting terrible fates. Dark, relent- 
less and brilliantly claustrophobic, the book 
was a page-turner of the highest calibre. Sim- 
mons' new work. Jessica Farm, whicli over- 
lapped with the creation of House, is its sister 
story. 

Like House, this giipping story intentional- 
ly embraces the nightmare logic of a building 
that one cannot escape, but to which one must 
surrender. But while the engine driving this 
one is yet another spatial anomaly, Jessica 
Farm is peopled with bizarre creatures 
around every comer, Notable are a Klaus Kin- 
ski look-alike presiding over a kingdom of 
infant carcasses under a stairwell and. mon- 
strous in name and disposition, the menacing 
and bellowing “Crangle-shilter" [pictured], 
whose agenda is not explained so much as 
avoided. 

A serialized project, the 96-page Volume 
One of Jessica Farm ends in a tense situation 
that is less a cliflhanger than merely an abmpt 
break. If its architecture and characters seem 
to defy rational explanation, the book itself 
plays by one very concrete rule; Simmons is 
writing/drawing a single page per month, and 
has been doing so, quietly, for eight years. 
Which is to say. eight years thus fai', as he 
plans to wrap the project in a total of fifty 
years, 2000-2050. 

“Eight years. 96 months, 96 pages. Thai’s 
the njle.'’ confirms Simmons of the timeline 
for the first volume. ”1 thought of never 
telling anyone, at all. ever, then just letting 
people know in 2050. 'Hey. look at thisV 
Except I didn't think 1 could keep it quiet that 
long." 

That pacing is perhaps why the first book 
ends in the middle of an awkward conversa- 
tion with a giant bat-person. Maddeningly, 
Simmons is currently at about the 100-page 
mark of his 600-page odyssey, yet refuses to 
explain what's in store for the next pail. 


"When you talk about an idea 
too much, too early, you can 
inadvertently talk the interest 
right out of yourself," he says, 
adding that waiting eight years 
to announce his grand plan for 
Jessica Farm seemed like a rea- 
sonable enough amount of time 
to prove that he was “fully com- 
mitted.” 

As it stands, we know little 
about the titular heroine except 
that her name is Jessica and she 
lives on a fann. The core of the 
nighhnarish plot has her waking 
up on Christmas morning, 
exploring, meeting a dozen,., 
things, and eventually 
being dispatched on a 
mission of grave impor- 
tance by her grandpar- 
ents. Evil is in the air and 
it seems that only Jessica 
can save the day. No sur- 
prise to hear that we don't 
know exactly what the 
mission is. Or the evil. 

A textbook journey- 
woman title character Jes- 
sica pulls the reader along on her shoulder 
every mysterious step of the way through her 
monster-ridden house. In fact, what lurks 
behind every door is often less important than 
the fact that every new confi'ontation assures 
that another will only come all the sooner. In 
that sense. Jessica Farm is like Pan's 
Lahyrimh on acid - no small feat. 

Simmons qualifies that the story will be 
adding to the mix elements of Lord of the 
Rings (with a smaller cast). In this writer’s 
opinion, though, the first book leans more 
towards Twin Peaks. It’s an interesting, heady 
mix, when you throw the two together. 

So. is Jessica the fann? Is she exploring her 
own psyche? 

"No.” Simmons says, "but she’s certainly 
exploring mine, in a very abstract sense.” 

He assures readers that he has predeter- 
mined the history of the fann and why/liow 


it’s a fantastical place. Expect a number of 
flashbacks, loo, he warns • we’ve seen but 
one so far - and. as the first book seems to 
take place over a few hours, he is templed to 
set the whole thing in a 24-hour period. 

“A couple of years back, 1 thought about 
just finishing it, because 1 was really getting 
into it." he admits, “but 1 resisted, and I’m 
glad, because it’s become a ritualistic, almost 
religious practice for me. It’s always simmer- 
ing in the back of my head. I can’t promise 
what's coming, exactly, but I can promise I 
won't be on cruise control for the next 42 
years.” 

What if Simmons should pass away prema- 
turely. though? 

“The sloiy would end early. I guess.” he 
says. “It’s not about the destination, it's about 
the journey.” ^ 
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! Reviews by^ai^ Butl^ i 

I Eric Grant ami Mark Moyes j 


Horror fans flipping through Volume 4 of 
the non-horror Ca/7»'c /4/y antliology - featur- 
ing. as always, unusual and lesser-known 
strips from the past centiiiy - will be imme- 
diately drawn to Bob Powelfs garish "Pit of 
the Damned.” a gmesome pre-Comics Code 
tale of a carnival barker who outsources his 
house of horrors to Hell itself. A thorough 
excavation turns up a few more surprisingly 
creepy moments, including Walt (Pogo) 
Kelly's “Mary Quite 
Contrary.” a whimsical 
excursion into a little 
girl’s nightmare. But 
truly inspired arc the 25 
Milt Gross comic 
strips, which revisit 
1920s work that the 
artist intentionally left 
uncompleted for other 
contemporaries to fin- 
ish. For these, Arf commissioned all new 
strip endings fi'om modem masters, such as 
Mike Mignola (pictured). Tcrriftc fun. EG 


;|.vi V.J 


X ^ i 
L 


Refwwned for Ws introspective, semi- 
autobiographical comics, ultra-popular 
French cartoonist Philippe Dupuy makes a 
radical but sensible departure with Haunied. 
Also introspective, also semi-autobiographi- 
cal. this one studies what’s going on in the 
artist's dreams and nightmares (versus the 
day-to-day real-life matter of his previous 
efforts). Also markedly differ- 
ent are both the drawing and 
writing style, as all of Dupuy’s 
previous works were co-creat- 
cd with Charles Bcrberian. 
Flying solo. Dupuy 's art ren- 
derings have a scratchy and 
intentionally mshed look, a 
good approximation of dealing 
with a nightmare in the moment, This is 
philosophical horror at its subtlest - though 



the rat swallowing/vomiting sequence is 
masterful. GB 

Please tell me that there’s a market for a 
thoroughly postmodern House of Mvsteiy 
revamp. Without doubt, this (re)launch Lssue 
is one of the best Vertigo debuts in years. 
Whether chief architect - well, writer — 
Matthew Sturges deserves the full credit here, 
is lough to say, but making the titular resi- 
dence a variant of the Inn at World’s End 
from Sandman is brilliant. 

It gives us a bigger story 
with a bigger mystery, as 
we learn in issue #1. the 
house itself disappeared, 
and even owner Cain can- 
not find it. But it also makes 
room for smaller stories, 
told by the people drinking at the bar (written 
by Bill Willingham this time ’round). On the 
art front, it’s pretty functional until you hit 
Hungry Sally and sec how perfectly Luca 
Rossi's design complements her sad story. 
Vote with your dollars, people and keep the 
Mystejy alive. GB 

Yes. those are Siamese twins, joined at 

the hip. until, one bloody scissor-snip later, 
they’re neither. To call the unnciwing, affect- 
ing Lesions in the Brain fragmented is punni- 
ly, precisely the point. Artist 
Dan Schaffer labels it 
“music for the deaf’ and it 
looks like a music video, 
sonically excised. “I’m not 
going insane this time," 
repeats the narrator, but her 
lyncs lie, and the disconnect 
with the creepy, erotic pho- 
toreali.stic art is intentionally Jarring (the 
twins are the likeness of writer/musician 
Katiejanc Garside, who modelled naked for 
the experiment). Available both censored (in 
Image's upcoming Popgun #2) and uncen- 
sored. so consider reading it. . . twice. MM 

In the a^e of decompression, sometimes 
less is more; alas, I can count on one hand the 
number of tiuly satisfying done-in-ones I've 


read of late. So hats off to the little guys at 
Angiy Gnome for coming up with Short 
Slack, a collection of thirteen two-page hor- 
ror stories illustrated by as many artists. Not 
just a great idea, it’s a unique one. That said, 
the execution of both art 
and script leans towards 
the terribly amateur. The 
contributing pencillers 
are unifonnly pedestrian, 
though there’s an unde- 
niable stylistic cuteness 
to “Perfect Love," and 
“Smoking Gun” and 
“Kid’s Game” are all 
right. Still, the success 
of each stoiy is left to 
across-the-board writer Shawn Gabborin. 
The key to horror when it’s this short is mak- 
ing the twist ending count, which is accom- 
plished only in "Valentine's at the Motel.” 
“The First Step” and “Help!” Some advice: 
get a better cover arti.st. focus on interior nuts 
and bolts, but keep trying. It's a top-notch 
idea, so mn with it. GB 

BOOMIs new Zombie Tales ongoing 
anthology debuts this month, and allow me to 
draw your attention to a clever eight-page 
number with a throwaway title: “Spring 
2061.” In the distant-enough future, zombies 
are fully ftinetional and intelligent. Humanity 
is around, but on the verge of extinction. 
Enter an undercover human, walking the dis- 
eased streets undetected because she’s wear- 
ing a body suit of 
zombie .skin. Watch 
her attend a fashion 
show, where zom- 
bies parade their 
own designs stitched 
together from fresh- 
ly killed human 
body parts. Realize 
that George Romero 
gave us commen- 
tary on racism, con- 
sumerism and militarism, and now Kim 
Krizan has given us animal rights. Nice stuff, 
and ripe for a sequel. GB 











"Like four horsemen of a literary 
apocalypse, [the authors] lay 
waste to the old zombie traditions 
and throw one hell of a party at 
the end of the worldr-QuietEarth.us 


AVAILABLE AT PERMUTED PRESS COM. 
AMAZON C0M» BN COM. M(»T ONLINE BOOK 
STORES, OR ASK YOUR LOCAL BOOKSELLER 

http://www.perrautedpress.com 
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Necronomicon: Book five 

Andy Black, ed. 

Noir Publishing 

Six years after the last entry in this scries, 
writcr/cdilor Andy Black finally weighs in 
with another collection of essays on horror 
cinema and television. The eleven efforts 
within from seven ditTerenl writers - 
range from the masterful to the pedantic, 
which is okay if you’re used to taking the 
good with the bad. as one often must with 
such compilations. 

Far and away, the first entry (“The First 
Horror Soap” by Adrian Horrocks) is the 
best, presenting a smart critique of Buffy ihe 
Vampire Slayer's roots in both daytime and 
prime-time serial dramas. Of course, many 
hardcore Buffy fans (and even casual ones 
such as myself) have already read scores of 
critical essays about the hit show, written 
from numerous standpoints including reli- 
gion, philosophy, folklore, sexuality and 
most often feminism. But Horrocks 
weighs in with an intriguing examination of 
Bujfy’s winning hybrid of soap opera con- 
ventions (female-focused, dialogue heavy, 
with multiple and sometimes labyrinthine 
plot lines) melded with familiar hoiTor 
tropes {violence, grotesque imagery, jarring 
shifts in action). The only catch is that this 
piece was obviously written at least six 
years ago, as in his conclusion the author 


refers to “recent episodes” and predicts that 
“the show may still have its best moments 
to come.” 

Black also turns in an impressive com- 
parative analysis of two Neil Marshall 
films, the underrated Dog Soldiers and its 
overrated successor The Descent. Ironical- 
ly, he ends the piece by musing that “it will 
be fascinating to see how Marshall (ares 
with his next effort. Doom.sdav.''’ One can 
scarcely imagine the poor man’s devasta- 
tion now. 

Other elTorts come up short, however. 
One essay on The Thing From Another 
World as a symptom of Red Menace hyste- 
ria, and another by Black examining under- 
lying themes in the recent onslaught of 
zombie films arc well written but offer noth- 
ing new. Black continues the downward tra- 
jectory with “Rural Gothic,” a would-be cri- 
tique of redneck horror that’s devoted 
almost entirely to weak latter-day entries 
such as Cabin Fever, House of 1000 
Co?pses and The Devil's Rejects. 

As typical with many small-press efforts, 
low production values and some very dodgy 
editing frequently mar the proceedings, and 
there arc no writer bios either, which would 
have been helpful. Still, the better entries 
here (which fortunately still outnumber the 
lesser ones) make it worth the effoit, not to 
mention the six-year wait. 

John W. Bowen 


Basil copper: 

A Life in Books 

Stephen Jones, ed. 

PS Publishing Ltd. 

Basil Copper has written more than 50 
books ranging from mystery and horror to 
non-fiction, so it’s not surprising to see bis 
life and work be given the retrospective treat- 
ment in a new tome, compiled by Stephen 
Jones. Copper may have achieved wider suc- 
cess in his native United Kingdom than he 
has on this side of the Atlantic, but .Tones’ 
book sci-vcs as a perfect introduction for 
readers who may be unfamiliar with the 
author of such novels as The Black Death 
and The Great While Space. 

With A Life in Books Jones has done a 
remarkable job of collecting a variety of 
Copper's work including short stories, essays 
and even a speech he delivered at Fantasycon 
3 in 1977. Some of the pieces arc new, while 
others date back as far as 1938. Tlie selection 
of the work presented here exposes readers to 
Copper’s ability to expertly dip his feet into 
the inky blackness of horror (“Tfic Black 
Coffin”), his admiration for literaty giants 
(“Remembering August Derleth and Arkham 
House”) and his trademark mystery work 
(“Diamonds are for Never”). 

The slim book - it fills just under 280 
pages - also provides some insight into the 
man himself, couitcsy of Richard Dalby's 
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Eric Pigors 

Baby Tattoo Books 

Rue Morgue's favourite * ^** *^'. 

twisted Unkie has returned 

with a creepy new retro- . 

spective art book absolute- 

ly dripping with biood-red 

ink and lime-green ooze. Unkie Rigors' Cryptic Art 

showcases hundreds of haunting illustrations, 

including his terrifying Toxic Toons, fantastically 

fearsome tattoo flash and absolutely abhorrent 

artwork for bands such as Metailica, Psycho 

Charger and the Murderdolls. A great gift for the 

groovie ghoulie in your life. 

Last Chance Lance 


Stephen Jones 

Smith & Jones 
Editor Stephen 


Jones’ 

monograph catalogues in ^ 

detail the publication history 
of H.P. Lovecraft’s fiction in 
Britain, based on materials 
{letters to August Derleth, contracts and other cor- 
respondences) discovered in two aging folders 
found at the Gollanzc publishing offices, many of 
which are reprinted here. An interesting curio with 
cover art by Les Edwards. 

Jovanka Vuckovic 


Richard Bachman \' 

Scribner • 

Though it reads more like 

puipy, crime fiction than ■» '< & 7 p 

outright horror, Blaze is the Q ]L ' t 

latest “posthumous” novel i 

from Stephen King’s alter- 

ego Richard Bachman. ^ (X 

Sympathetically detailing < 

the life of abuse and mis- 
ery suffered by a feeble-minded criminal who is 
about to pull off the crime of the century with the 
help of his dead partner, this tearjerker is King, er 
Bachman, at his best. 


Last Chance Lance 



essay oil Copper’s life and work, in which the 
prolific author is labelled one of "Britain’s 
greatest masters of the macabre and Gothic 
fiction.” It’s one of the few entries that focus- 
es as much on the man as his output, making 
it a nice lead-in to the fiction, essays, bibli- 
ographies and photographs which follow. 

Sadly, though, A Life in Books is maimed by 
sloppy copy editing. The book provided to 
Rue Morgue said nothing about it being an 
uncorrected galley, which is unfortunate, as 
readers are likely to find themselves Iruslrat- 
ed by the missing words and misspellings. 

But. while this book on Copper may not be 
gold, there’s still enough of a silver lining to 
make it a worthwhile read for both long-time 
fans and the uninitiated. 

W. Brice McVicar 

offensive £ilms 

Mikita Brottman 

Vanderbilt University Press 

If you’ve ever championed a horror movie 
that most people find indefensible, or tried to 
write a term paper on the hidden metaphors 
you found in Child's Play, you’ll probably 
love this book. 

Consisting of eight chapters that focus on 
seven revolting films [Freaks, The Tlngler, 
Blood Feast, Snuff The Texas Chainsaw Mas- 
sacre. Cannibal Holocaust. Irreversible) and 


one .subgenre (Mondo movies), O/Jensive 
Films dives face first into material that most 
serious academies wouldn’t even deign to 
view, much less rigorously evaluate and 
study. That said, we should be thankful for 
Professor Broltman’s efforts, because she has 
mined these movies to depths that would put 
many a hardcore horror fan to shame. 

While allowing for the failings that some of 
the films possess, and the derision they right- 
fully engender, Brottman is still a tireless 
defender and supporter (she labels Irre- 
versible a ma.sterpicce. for example) of each 
and every title examined within. And though 
it’s always great to sec academics seriously 
tackling the subject of hoiTor, it’s even more 
thrilling when their subject matter happens to 
be films often considered to be lowbrow cul- 
ture. It’s equally impressive that Brotlman's 
not afraid to take the Histoi^. Learning and 
Discovery Channels to task as an example of 
our society’s double standards concerning 
graphic imagciy. 

Some readers may whine about the inclu- 
sion of incorrect relea.se dates or the occa- 
sionally dry and overly long essay, but dc.spitc 
these minor irritants, each chapter houses 
many treasures. Of particular interest is 
Brottman’s lake on Cannibal Holocaust, her 
unbelievably profound and respectful exami- 
nation of the film adds weight, meaning and 
significance to practically every frame. 
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AS GRAHAM ROUMIEU'S THIRD 
SASQUATCH MEMOIR PROVES, IT AIN’T 
EASYREING RIGFOOT, RUT SOMETIMES 
IT’S PRETTT HILARIOUS. 


veryone want piece of my pie,” grumbles 
Bigfoot, star of a series of laugh-out-loud 
“autobiographies” by Toronto-based 
commercial illustrator Graham Roumieu. 
Roumieu’s latest book, Bigfoot: I Not Dead, picks 
up where 2003’s In Me Own Words: The Autobiog- 
raphy of Bigfoot and 2O05‘s Me Write Book: It Big- 
foot Memoir left off, demystifying the cryptozoo- 
iogical curiosity through primitive prose and loose 
pen-and-watercolour drawings. Whether having 
to apologize for deadly benders after 
drinking too much peach schnapps, 
dealing with the shame of hair loss or 
lamenting his resemblance to that no- 
talent jerk Chewbacca, the hirsute 
favourite has evolved from the stuff of 
nightmares into a self-obsessed 
hominid plagued by a few bad dreams 
of his own - though he still wouldn’t 
hesitate to smash in your skull with the 
nearest boulder. 

“It all began as a school project to do 
an illustration based on the Harper’s 
Index, which is a list of offbeat, humorous statis- 
tics in Harper’s Magazine," explains Roumieu. 
“One of the entries said 26 or 27 women each 
year in the United States claim to be impregnated 
by Bigfoot." Accompanied by Bigfoot’s comments 
- “illegitimate" and “you no can prove” - this 
amusing but baffling scenario later appeared as a 
two-page spread in Me Write Book. In it, several 
women walk hand-in-hand with goofy half- 
sasquatch children, including one that gleefully 
shows off the bloody head of a victim to his dis-, 
approving human mother. 


BIGFOOT 


This irreverent take on the character has made 
Roumieu’s work a aiccess. The first volume, 
picked up by Manic D Press, a small publisher 
based in San Francisco, is meant to feel like Big- 
foot's handmade diary, with crudely spelled 
entries, photos and even occasional splashes of 
blood on the page. Plume, an imprint owned by 
Penguin, released Roumieu’s second book, in 
which the character is used to satirize dating, self- 
help books and celebrity. 

“To me, the second one was 
more Bigfoot’s best attempt at 
making a glossy coffee-table 
book like Madonna’s Sex," he 
says, “only put together with a 
glue stick, sparklers and pipe 
cleaners.” 

The latest installment, Big- 
foot:. I Not Dead, finds the 
famous sasquatch releasing a 
line of shoddy fan club mer- 
chandise, revealing the secret 
habits of his fellow forest 
creatures and even taunting the Nationai Enquirer 
in his last will and testament. 

“This one is not so much a memoir as a book of 
advice. I composed the book in a way that every 
few pages Bigfoot seems like he’s getting his life 
back on track and making a valid point, but then 
everything starts falling apart again,” Roumieu 
explains. “Visually it goes back to the first book - 
it’s a little simpler, and maybe a little more vulgar 
and violent, which I was very happy to do.” 

Although better known for his illustration work 
in publications such as New York Times magazine 


and The Progressive than his writing, Roumieu. • 
has little trouble penning Bigfoot’s broken Eng- 
lish musings. 

“It’s so easy to write as Bigfoot, 1 just hold my 
pen like a knife and imagine my brain shrunken 
down to the size of an apricot, rattling back and . 
forth in my head like a marble in a can of spray • 
paint,” he jokes. “What's so great about this 
character is that I can never feel bad putting 
him in tragic situations because he is such a- 
horror in these books - he kills almost every- 
body he comes in contact with." 

Despite their violent overtones, Roumieu's 
Bigfoot books have received an overwhelming- 
ly positive response, including a Hollywood 
option to bring the big guy’s memoirs to the sil- 
ver screen. Still, in addition to parents, who 
have somehow mistaken the profanity-laden 
books as appropriate for children, at least one 
online reviewer, a dedicated sasquatch 
researcher, complained he didn’t glean any 
useful information at all from the books. PoinT 
ing to his illustration of a wild Hollywood pool 
party in which Bigfoot chugs from a liquor bot- 
tle while a bikini-clad woman rides his shoul- 
ders firing off an Uzi, the author shakes his 
head in disbelief. “It’s all cool, I dig what the 
reviewer’s doing, but Jesus, did you even pre- 
view the book?!” 

While Bigfoot: I Not Dead may not offer con- 
clusive evidence that Bigfoot really exists, these 
strange reactions to Roumieu’s irreverent 
humour prove that no matter how popular Big- 
foot gets, he will remain a fundamentally mis- 
understood monster. ^ 
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Sweeney Todd: 

The Heal story of the 
Demon Barber of fleet street 
Peter Haining 

Robson Books 

"Attend the tale of Svyeeney Todd. 

His skin was pale and his eye was odd. 

He shaved the faces of gentlemen who . 
never thereafter were heard from 
again." Did he really? The urban leg- 
end of the Demon Barber of London 
circulated for centuries before this 
lyric by Stephen Sondheim turned him 
into a Broadway star, tantalizing audi- 
ences with his, cut-throat tale of mur- 
der and nieat pies. For sure, Todd is as 
infamous, a Victorian serial killer as Jack the Ripper, But did he 
really and, truly exist? Peter Haining believes so. The author’s 
detailed investigation (originally published back in .1993 and 
recently updated to take advantage of the hoopla surrounding 
Tim Burton's film) aims to separate fact from. fiction. 

Trouble is, there ain’t much fact to go on, and yvhat can be 
proven is. contradictory. Olde English records do prove, the exis- 
tence of one;Mr. SweeheyTodd, whg became a barber on Fleet' 
Street after, a youth of petty crime. And he really did get 
accused of slicing his customers' throats. But according to 
Haining's own findings, Todd was convicted on circumstantial 
evidence*- no bodies were found and the alleged accomplice 
Mrs, Lovett hanged herself before the trial. The whole sordid 
tale might very well have been no' more than, neighbourhood 
gossip. After all, the barber-as-boogeyman predates him: Hain- 
ing' uncovers a French folk ballad from the 15th century detail- 
ing a barber who polishes off his clientele while his female 
accomplice turns them to pork pies. So which is it? Art imitat- 
ing life, or the reverse? ■ 

Considering his passion, Haining’s writing style is disappoint- 
ingly dull;- an entertaining detective mystery turned dry trea- 
tise. The book does, by accident, offer a fascinating look at 
19th-century London, detailing the harsh inner city life, the 
court system, the emergence of lurid Penny Dreadfuls and the 
early days of theatre. It also traces Todd from his first fictional- 
ized account (the romance serial “A, String of Pearls") up to 
today. But no matter how much Haining wants the. crime to be 
true, his work just doesn’t make it so. 

Liisa Ladouceur 


By linking .subjects as far-reaching as the Italian futurists and Tibetan 
tulpas and wendigos (to name but a few) to some of the most disturbing 
films ever made. Brottman has come up with a classic that belongs on 
every horror cinephilc’s bookshelf. 

Michael Mitchell 

99 coffins 

David Wellington 

Three Rivers Press 

David Wellington wrote my favourite vampire novel of this decade 
(2006's / 3 Bullets), so. naturally, I was all over this sequel like Drac- 
ula on a pretty lady’s neck, even though it’s billed as a "historical” 
tale - not my favourite siibgenre. They may be wearing Civil War 
threads but Wellington’s vamps fit right in with the contemporary 
school of thought on the creatures of the night: light on supernatural 
powers, heavy on hunger. As Steve Niles did with SO Days of Night, 
Wellington reclaims the monsters from their emasculation in the kind 
of lame chick-lit romances that dominate the Amazon bestseller lists. 
And once again he succeeds in con- 
juring savage beasts who spray the 
pages of his story with blood. 

Being a sequel, the novel sees the 
return of 13 Bullets star Laura Cax- 
ton, a Highway Patrol trooper 
turned vampire hunter, and her 
mentor, the legendary creature 
killer Jameson Arkelcy. Arkeley is 
a well-worn archetype: the old cur- 
mudgeon. Laura, on the other 
hand, is a refreshingly nuanced 
heroine whose gender and sexuali- 
ty (she’s a lesbian) arc never made 
a bigger deal than her actions. (It’s 
cool to see a woman kick ass with- 
out turning into Barb Wire.) For 
newcomers, Laura and Arkeley’s 
background is swiftly dealt with, then it’s on to a new mystery: the 
titular 99 coffins .which have been found buried deep underground at 
Gettysburg by an archeological dig, Remnants of one smashed pine 
box lead Arkeley to believe a new vamp is running amok in their 
midst. Soon, he and Laura arc unravelling a plot to resurrect not-so- 
dead soldiers and preparing for a vicious showdown with a legion of 
undcad that will once more soak the battlefields with blood. 

As with 13 Bullets, Wellington has augmented the bloodsucker 
myth with new motivations, powers and weaknesses. The back story 
is told through historical documents, which bring a more literary 
flavour to the often pulpy talc. In these dusty letters, torched vam- 
pires "curl like a moth that has touched flame.” their voices like '‘a 
violin had been scraped with the neck of a broken boUle.” Together, 
the styles make 99 Coffins a poetic page-turner you can finish in a 
weekend. And like all of Wellington’s work, it’s also available for 
free as an online serial at davidwellington.net. 

Lii.sa Ladouceur 
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f there is a Ground Zero for the ghostly 
denizens of Niagara, it is Fort George. Long 
before this tourist attraction was a histori- 
cal site, it was home to enlisted men, offi- 
cers and their families, many of whom were 
killed here when the Fort became a pivotal bat- 
tleground during the bloody War of 1 81 2. 

Life in that period was often brutal and short. 
The Fort was shattered by American artillery fire 
and captured during the Battle of Fort George in 
May 1813, and American forces used it as a 
base to invade the rest of Upper Canada. They 
were eventually repelled at York {now Toronto) 
and forced back across the border. However, 
before retreating, the occupiers put the entire 
town of Niagara to the torch. Whole families 
were wiped out by flame or by the cold, after 
getting cast out into the snow as homes were 
reduced to ash and cinder. 

To this day, Niagara-on-the-Lake boasts more 
ghosts per capita than anywhere else in Cana- 
da, and as tour organizers The Friends of Fort 
George set out to prove, the spooks of Fort 
George do not rest easy. Since its inception in 
1996, the tour has become one of the 
most famous haunted attractions 
in Canada. 



At dusk, our tour group assembles at the Fort, 
now an intricately restored historical site at the 
mouth of the Niagara River. Surrounded by mas- 
sive wooden walls, guarded by a heavy gate and 
cannons and patrolled by sentries in period dress, 
it’s both authentic and foreboding. As the sun dips 
below the battlements and a chili settles 1n, we’re 
approached by a robed figure carrying a lantern - 
our guide. He leads the procession through the 
grounds while painting a portrait of the Fort and 
surrounding area during its heyday. 

After passing through the gates and crossing 
the parade grounds, we enter the barracks. It’s a 
large room where the soldiers and their families 
lived, here visitors supposedly hear disembodied 
footsteps and other strange noises. Unexplainable 
lights and shapes have been glimpsed peering out 
of windows: this is where most people claim to 
have encounters with ghosts. 

One of those ghosts is Sarah Anne. After finish- 
ing this portion of the tour some years ago, a 
woman asked the guide about “the little girl in 
period dress" watching and listening from stairs 
leading to the closed upper level. The assumption 
was that the girl was a daughter of one of the 
guides, there to add authenticity to the pro- 
ceedings. But there was no girl, at least not 
a living one. Repeated sightings of this “lit- 
tle girl with ringlet hair” led organizers to 
do some research, and they now believe 
§ she was named Sarah Anne and she lived 
at the Fort decades after the War of 1 81 2. 

Some claim to have seen her following 
the ghost tours, giving credence to 
a theory that the tour’s very 
presence has awakened 
something in the Fort’s 
grounds. 

For years staff mem- 
bers have said that 
there is something “not 


right” with the barracks, many reporting encoun- 
ters with dark shadows and shapes lurking in the 
corners, or hearing heavy footsteps in the closed 
storage space above. But as the guide takes his 
lantern outside, darkening the barracks, the only 
heavy footeteps we hear are the quick ones to the 
exit. 

Outside, night has fallen and only the swaying 
candle lights the way. The group moves carefully 
down a steep path to the northeast corner of the 
Fort, where the most unsettling stop on the tour 
awaits. This is the tunnel. 

The twenty metre-long subterranean passage 
leads to the magazine, a cavernous chamber with 
a circular 'staircase leading to an above-ground 
lookout post. Upon entering it, a wave of claustro- 
phobia hits us and several visitors flat out refuse 
to continue forward, prefening to wait outside for 
the tour to resume. Initially ttiere were no stories 
attached to the tunnel, but then the sightings 
began. The first was from a woman who claimed 
to be enveloped by an inky darkness that was 
swirling around two spectral figures with dead 
eyes - an event that happened in broad daylight. 
Otiier daytime visitors said they encountered a 
man dressed in a soldier’s period uniform, who 
they took to be a member of the staff, only to later 
learn that no staff were present that day dressed 
in costume. During one ghost tour, a teenage loud- 
mouth dismissed the spectral goings-on until he 
entered the tunnel, was grabbed by a cold, spec- 
tral hand and fled screaming. Of all the ghostly 
photos snapped at the Fort, most of the photo- 
graphic evidence of spectres comes from this 
passage. We become very aware that there’s 
only one way in or out. 

Gladly free of the tunnel, we visit the officers’ 
quarters, located in the middle of the parade 
grounds, also, of course, said to harbour frequent 
“poltergeist activity.” Apparently, sounds of 
music and singing are often heard at night after 


1 


tile Fort is closed and only a few security guards 
‘patrol the area. The drawing room, in particular, 
contains one of the settlement’s most chilling 
features: what has said to be mistaken for a 
/painting of a beautiful woman” is actually a 
mirror reflecting a frequently appearing female 
spirit, it’s also claimed that sometimes a glow 
will appear in the windows of the room, as if a 
fire is roaring on the hearth, and one time an odd 
greenish glow was observed surrounding the 
building, When staff investigated, tiiey were 
shocked to find furniture moving on its own. The 
furnishings in the officers' quarters have been 
left as the ghosts seem to prefer it, and at night 
staff members refuse to enter the quarters at aii. 

We’re told that the supposedly reassuring bat- 
tlements ringing the Fort have seen spectral vis- 
itations, as well; recently, a soldier's torso has 
been seen patrolling them, in addition, at other 
parts of the walls people have seen cannons 
which no longer exist, and crews of soldiers 
manning them. Spectral sentries are still seen 
on occasion guarding the Fort’s entrance, as 
weii. Their intent is unciear; possibly to keep 
unwanted visitors out, or to prevent others from 
leaving. Even police officers called to the Fort to 
roust trespassers reportedly have fled, pale and 
trembling, at the sight of spectres. 

All of the volunteer guides claim to have 
supernatural experiences of their own to share. 
As the tour comes to an end, the guide shows 
the group a photo he took of what looks to be a 
human figure standing in the officers’ quarter’s 
main room. 

Having heard so much talk of the strange and 
inexplicable, we’re disappointed that we didn’t 
see something a little more mysterious. That is 
until a dim light drifts past the Fort’s entrance. 
Surely it’s just another tour guide entering - 
except our group was the last of the evening.... 

Fort George is located on the Niagara Parkway, 
Niagara-on-the-Lake. The Ghost Tou^ at Fort 
George last from 1.5 to 2 hours and take place in 
the evening, from May to September, with addi- 
tional tours offered in die weeks leading up to 
Halloween. Admission Is free; the ghost tours are 
$10 per adult, $5 for children under twelve. 

For more info go to friendsoffortgeorge.ca/ 
ghosthtm. $ 





mm 


Fort George: (clockwise from top) The twenty-metre-long subterranean passage that leads to the 
magazine, the officers' quarters, two views of the officers' rooms, and (opposite) Kyle Upton, Fort 
George tour guide. 
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Herr Gore-met tunnels into the German 
urxlerground for two new Unearthed releases. 


housands of beer-soaked video nights ago, I 
stumbled onto the German underground 
shot-on-video splatter scene through a rental of 

Olaf Ittenbach’s The Burning Moon. Or was it ^ ' 

Andreas Schnaas' Zombie 90: Extreme Pesti- K ' - 

fence? Okay, so I’m a little foggy here. Regard- 

less, I was immediately smitten by the copious ' v 

cheapjack gore these awful amateur atrocities ■■ ^ 

delivered. . - 

I tracked down what I could on VMS, but North * y 

American distribution of these gooey curios has ^ 

always been spotty. On DVD, Shock-O-Rama's ^ 

releases of Ittenbach’s Premutos and Schnaas’ 

Zombie Doom, a.k.a. Violent Shit 3 (which 

includes Zomftfe 90 as a supplement) are about it, each other, or are unrecognizable because of Hunting Creatures \Sciia 
making Unearthed’s new discs a most welcome thick latex makeup, or appear in consecutive film - relatively lean, featur 

addition to this artistically dubious subgenre. scenes that are too similar and serve no narrative values, inventive cinemato 

purpose. The film is at least 30 minutes too long albeit standard (read bra 
and plagued by ceaseless fist/gunfights. shots, torn-out intestine 

Starring Heiko Pipper, Mike Hoffman Fortunately, there are enough guffaw-inducing detached limbs) zombie goi 

and Stefan Hoft no-budget practical makeup effects sprinkled track, a mixture of ambient 

Written and directed by Heiko Pipper throughout and a sword-through-skull gag that’ll techno and power and 

The plot here, as much as can be gleaned from P** ^ 8ore-nads. death metal, mostly works 

the screen, concerns a gang war that erupts after too, 

a fatal hatchet accident Ten years later, the sole ih which pregnant women are brutal- The payoff, fhough, Is the 

survivor is released from hospi- ''' 0"® has her womb slit open so a pair last half hour of the film, a 

tai and the ahsi irdiv violent rew- can be ripped Out and smooshed Into satisfying platter of splatter 

bution resumes pavement while the other has her vagiha that Includes a righteously 

Fnr the benefit nf ni,r Turn Stomped by two men who pluck out a baby and bloody slaughterhouse 

pean readerrh^ W chuck it into the bushesi melee betweeh the gang 

word review auf Deutsch: Yep,messy... and a gaggle of assorted 

unzusammenhangencf. That’s zombies. The final shot 

German for incoherent which ““'“''’8 “ one actor, is an ingenious and won- 

translates better than "What a ““rihg Boris Hansmann, derfully effective evocation of the apocalypse. 

II ^ I- fucking messl" But first the Oliver Kellisch and Andreas Pape Both films are in the original German, with 

ij Written and directed by Oliver Kellisch optional English subtitles. Hunting Creatures has 

to watch this monstrosity. The director’s love for presentation, being in non- 

Peter Jackson's Dead A//Ve is painfuily apparent Now we’re talking. A quartet of badass Teuton- matted widescreen. Extras include 

as the cast is constantly showered in brackish ic thugs organizes a rave in an abandoned facto- behind-the-scenes featurettes, deleted scenes 
brown biood. This well-used schtick - cast mem- ry, where a partygoer fiddles with the controls of trailers for these titles and other Unearthed 
bers clutching a garden hose taped to their chests a boiler and unleashes a gas into the ventilation R® 9 >Jlar readem of this space and other 

while geysers of yuck spray everywhere - gets system that turns the ravers into flesh-eating blithering idiots are advised to check these bad 

old quickly. zombies. Three-quarters of the gang escape and ^ 

Worse, the characters are indistinguishable team up with a scientist to wipe out the growing Qorefests that spew more meat than an explosion 

because the actors are related and resemble horde of undead. at the bratwurst factory. 
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\U D I O D RO A/l E 

REVIEWS BY KEITH CARMAN. TOMB DRAGOMIFC 'MARK R. HASAN, 

LUSA lADOUCEUR, AARON VON LUPTON, SEAN PLUMMER AND TREVOR TUMINSKI 


JAWS 3‘D Soundtraci 

Alan Parker 

Imtrada Special CoLiEcrioN Vol. 54 
After cluttering LP and tape bins 
back in the day, the Jaws 3-D score 
is now one of the most sought-after 
scores in the franchise. In the film’s 
mix, and on the LP, Alan Parker's 
score benefited from some fine 


engineering, and Intrada’s limited 
edition CD offers a crisp transfer 
from the bass-friendly album mas- 
ter (albeit with no new cues, which 
is a major downer). The release is a 
bit echoey, but appropriately expan- 
sive for the film’s 3-D projection. 
The exerting herald that underscores 
the waterskiing bunnies after the 
main credits is a major highlight, 
and its downscaled version fits 
seamlessly with clever variations of 
Williams’ dah-dum theme without a 
forced direct quote. The weakest 
thematic material comes from 
“Underwater Kingdom” where Park- 
er establishes his own three-note 
motif. It's sappy and idiosyncratic, 
but it works as potent and memo- 
rable angry shark music. MRH 


POLKADOT CADAVER Experimental 
Purgatory Dance Party 

Rotten Records 

Some bands just try harder than 
others to stick out in a crowd. Polka- 
dot Cadaver, formed from the scat- 
tered remains of Baltimore’s Dog 
Fashion Disco, boasts a schizo- 
phrenic sound that features strange 
baroque breakdowns, circus music, 
pianos and folk instruments smash- 
ing out little bits of jazz-fusion, 
metal, disco and evil industrial oper- 
atics. And while it sounds like I’m 
just throwing around a lot of crazy 
words here, that’s pretty much 
exactly how Purgatory Dance Party 
plays musically - kind of like a 
bizarre but traditional rock band’s 
interpretation of a Jackson Pollock 
painting. Fantomas-esque digital 
fuckery and a weirdly touching 
Ween-meets-Syd Barrett ballad 
(“Haunted Holiday”) aside, PDFs a 
tough listen with just a few trea- 
sures buried beneath its thorns. TD 
^^ 1/2 


HINERAL CRASHERS Goth 

La Fin Absolue du Monde 

Independent 

Inspired by Cronenberg, Lynch, Poe 
and Lovecraft (the singer even calls 
himself “PH. Lovecraft”), the Funeral 
Crashers introduce themselves as 
“dark rock for the art damaged and 
fashionably dead” - a rougher ver- 
sion of NYC brethren Interpol, with 
less moping in the shadows and 
more sleazy, back alley ambience. 
The band’s post-punk/goth rock 
Jesus and Mary Chain aesthetic 
sounds best when Lovecraft’s 
monotone chant is “dragged out on 
the Devil’s teeth” on “Blackout Days” 
or sliding through the keyhole during 
the voyeurisbc, suggested violence 
of “Video Killer.” Ironically, their 
cocksure slinkiness almost runs 
right off the rails on “Safe” but that’s 


part of what makes their nightcap of 
warm synth, cagey guitar, billowy 
bass and hypnotic toms so enticing. 
It’s an unpredictable, potentially 
combustible sound rarely heard in 
today’s sea of overly polished radio 
turds. Tailor-made for a dark, dingy 
booze can, the Funeral Crashers’ 
debut is a cheeky, artful kiss-off to 
the end of the world. TT ^^®1/2 


THE FORBIDDEN 5 rock 

Chop You Up! 

ISU Records 

Mangy, bass-heavy garage a la Son- 
ics and The Cramps, Pittsburgh’s 
Forbidden 5 bring a little rockabilly 
swing to classic barroom blues on 
rough tunes about mental illness, 
necrophilia and freshly carved flesh. 
But that’s not all, there are also nods 
to flicks such as Night of the Bloody 
Apes and Mario Bava’s Kill Baby Kill. 
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Ghosts l-IV 

The Null Corporation / F.A.B. 

Trent Reznor is a free man. And for his first 
independent release, he has exorcized 36 
“ghosts” - short instrumental tracks of vary- 
ing degrees of creepiness, from shiver-me- 
timbers to what-tie-fuck-was-that? A study 
in stark, minimal rhythms and ambient atmospherics (interrupted occa- 
sionally by glitchy shards of club-tracks-ln-waiting), the untitled songs 
are more like audio paintings, your own private NIN gallery installation. 

As with any album of diis length, there’s bound to be filler, but snip a few 
tracks and find yourself immersed in a faux scary movie soundfrack rem- 
iniscent of The Fragilds inshumentais or ex-NlN Charlie Clouser’s Saw 
scores. As anyone with an ISP has already heard; this was first available 
on nin.com as a free download, complete vyitti full artwoi1< and the option 
to pay for various physical formats. A revolutionary idea that netted 
Reznor $1.6 million in sales in the first week. Gives a new spin to that 
olde expression “freedom isn’t free.” LL 


HAUNTING VILUSGA SoundUack 
David James Nielsen 

MovieScore Media 

Sometimes the most effective way 
to tell a horror tale involving axe 
murders is through subtle contrasts, 
as newcomer David James Nielsen 
does in this gorgeously performed 
orchestral score. Recorded in 
Prague, Nielsen’s initial cues never- 
theless evoke the serene Iowa 
locale where the true-life killings 
occurred, and cuts such as “The 
Pretty Place” convey the idyllic 
farmland through use of harp and 
woodwinds, locked to a slow, breezy 
tempo. Opting for a very restrained 
scoring style (Richard Einhorn’s 
melodic Sister Sister comes to 
mind), Nielsen is sparing in his use 
of symphonic might, emphasizing 
colour, melody and gentle shifts in 
mood to illustrate encounters with 
murderous elements without slam- 
ming the listener with a full orches- 
tra. Elegantly constructed with a 
mere handful of shock cues (many 
fairly brief), this downloadable 
album leaves one with a sense of 
tragedy instead of the usual adrena- 
line rush. MRH 


RUE MORGUE 63 








mmmmmmmm. 


BAUHAUS Goth 

Go Away White 

Bauhaus Music 

Undead undead undead indeed. Go Away 
White is Bauhaus’ first studio album since 
1 983’s Burning From the Inside, and its 
boid mixture of melody and chaos is a fit- 
ting epitaph to a career that virtually 
spawned “goth.” Peter Murphy (vocals), Daniel Ash (guitar, saxophone), 
David J (bass) and Kevin Haskins (drums) resurrect the spirit of their eariy 
work while never once sounding retro. Indeed, the magnificent gloom of 
Bauhaus classics like “Bela Lugosi's Dead" and “She’s In Parties” has 
been buried in favour of vibrant glam rock stomps (“Internationa Bullet- 
proof Talent,” “Too Much 21st Century”) and melodic alt-rock (“Adrena- 
lin”). The band’s ability to match hooks with dark experimentaiism 
remains intact, though, especially on “Endless Summer of the Damned” 
and the epic “The Dog’s a Vapour.” If Go Away White is truly the final nail 
in Bauhaus’ coffin then let a smile light up that pallid complexion because 
it’s a stunner. SP 


If you’re into The Stooges, you’ll dig 
singer Bruce Lentz’s Iggy-like snarl 
on “Slice and Dice.” "Not of This 
Earth” has a flange-y Blue Oyster 
Cult feel and “Fang Boner” is hands 
down one of the catchier instrumen- 
tal surf songs we’ve come across. 
Goes well with beer. TD 



ANIMA MORTE Prog nock 

Face the Sea of Darkness 

Dead Beat Media 

Swedish prog rock meets Italian 
gore cinema on Anima Morte’s 
Face the Sea of Darkness, one of 
the first releases from Dead Beat 
Media, the same people behind 
quality horror death metal label 


Razorback Records. The touch- 
stones here are obvious, as Goblin 
and Fabio Frizzi meet in atmos- 
pheric, keyboard-drenched num- 
bers that are a little bit Suspiria, 
and a little more City of the Living 
Dead. It’s important to note, how- 
ever, that while the band draws 
influence from those gore scores, 
Anima Morte’s music does not 
strive to imitate soundtrack mater- 
ial, a la Enoch. Complex, jazzy and 
occasionally bright and funky, Face 
the Sea of Darkness could easily 
sit next to someone’s Emerson, 
Lake and Palmer CDs, and not just 
in the home of a hardened horror 
fan. Fear not, there’s plenty of dark 
and sinister material here, particu- 
larly in the album’s final two num- 
bers “Twilight of the Dead” and 
“Funeral March." Quite frankly, 
there aren’t enough horror bands 
out there making this kind of for- 
ward-thinking music. AVL 



BRAIN DRILL wm 

Apocalyptic Feasting 

Metal Blade 

Uniting the neurotic musical cacoph- 
ony of Dillinger Escape Plan with Six 
Feet Under’s brutal low-end, guttural 
vocal delivery - not to mention out- 
right disgusting lyrics - tertiary Brain 
Drill effort Apocalyptic Feasting is 
nothing short of a jarring shock to 
the system. Odd time changes dis- 
solve into sporadic blast beats before 
shifting again into straightforward, 
detuned chugging on tracks such as 
“Consumed by the Dead” and “Bury 
the Living.” Packed with the most 
morbid of intentions. Apocalyptic 
Feasting is a bloody banquet. As dis- 
turbing as it is complex. Brain Drill’s 
latest showcases an unending 
wealth of technical proficiency and 
gore. KC 



HELGRIND Metal 

Fallen Prophet 

Casket 

It’s reassuring to know that in case 
the first Slayer breaks, we have a 
back-up. A precursor EPtoHelgrind’s 
forthcoming Religious Persecution 
album, the four songs that make up 
Fallen Prophet revel in thrash metal’s 
late-’80s heyday. Vlle’re talking 
straight-up South of Heaven - each 
tune features the trademark wail- 
ing/finger-tapped solos, throaty 


vocal delivery and satanic/borderline 
grotesque imagery of the aforemen- 
tioned album by the Masters of Evil. 
Even the scissor-kick beats that 
ensure each song maximizes a dou- 
ble-time feel are a case for “the sin- 
cerest form of flattery.” Yet, it’s hard 
to give Helgrind shit when songs 
such as “Face of Evil” and “One 
Solution” have more gritty drive and 
spirited originality than the band 
from which they are paraphrased. 
KC 



SINAMORE Metal 

Seven Sins a Second 

Napalm Records 

Finnish goth metal rockers Sinamore 
return with a second dose of, well, 
pretty standard stuff, actually. Quiet, 
sorrowful verses are set against 
power-chorded choruses replete 
with lyrics best summed up as a 
promise that you and I will be togeth- 
er in this life or the next even if, for 
now, we can only love from within 
the shadow of our own two damaged 
black hearts in eternal embrace. In 
their coolest moments (“Better 
Alone” and “Unbreakable Calm”) the 
band cops the same kind of ground- 
in-the-dirt groove as Killing Joke, 
with wisps of early Metallica-era 
James Hetfield on vocals. In addition, 
during the verses of “Frozen Mile” 
and “Eyes of May,” ethereal pas- 
sages of beautiful melancholy seem 
ripped right out of the Depeche Mode 
handbook. But in their moments of 
weakness, which unfortunately 
trump the good shit, Sinamore treads 
precariously close to Evanescence- 
with-testicles territory. TT 
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T he album title references an obscure 
1959 low-budget film about beatniks, 
while the music - metallic garage 
augmented by spooky analogue 
organs - speaks of lycanthropy, Stanley Kubrick 
(“Hatchet Fight in a Mannequin Factory,” a la 
his film The Killer's Kiss), 

Vincent Price and the trou- 
bles of a small-town, ado- 
lescent Cyclops. For Cal- 
gary, Alberta’s Forbidden 
Dimension, it's horror busi- 
ness as usual on their lat- 
est full-length epic, A Cool 
Sound Outta Hell. 

If this particular realm of 
the musical outer limits 
has escaped your atten- 
tion, you’re forgiven. This 
band (celebrating its 20th 
anniversary this year) has- 
n’t exactly made it easy on audiences to tune in. 
They’ve only toured once - just eight dates 
across Canada some fifteen years ago - and 
the bulk of their best work, three albums on 
Montreal's defunct Cargo Records, is out of 
print and exceedingly hard to come by. And then 
there’s the music itself, a psychedelic-punk 
niche sound influenced by Chrome, Blue Oyster 
Cult, Roky Erickson, just about anything off of 
the seminal Nuggets garage rock compilations 
and in no small part by the riffing of ’60s instru- 
mentalists Davie Allan and the Arrows. 

“We were always too garage for the metal 
guys and too metal for the garage guys,” says 


Forbidden Dimension main man, guitarist/ 
vocalist/art director Tom Bagley (a.k.a. “Jack- 
son Phibes,” pictured above). “I kind of like that, 
though, it keeps it fresh. We don’t have anything 
invested in it other than time and interest.” 

Bagley started the group back in 1988 with 
just his guitar, an 
effects pedal (to lend 
a strange, alien vibra- 
to to his vocais), a 
drum machine and 
the most primitive of 
recording technology: 
a stereo tape deck 
and a ghetto blaster 
acting in place of a 
four-track recorder. 

But from the get- 
go, the project found 
appeal in some quar- 
ters; Bagley’s demo 
got picked up by a small label called Raging 
Records, and that led to the deal with Cargo. 

Along the way, Bagley began building a prop- 
er band lineup - albeit one with somewhat of a 
revolving door quality, with band members such 
as “Bloody Holly,” “Lars Bonfire,” “Carl Pagan” 
and “Rudy Rue Morgue,” culled from bands 
near (Calgary’s Huevos Rancheros) and far (a 
bass player from AFI for a spell) rounding out 
the roster. 

Regardless of what players are backing him 
(the current lineup features “PT Bonham” and 
"HP Lovesauce” - yes, these boys love their 
puns), Bagley has kept Forbidden Dimension 


dedicated to one form or another of classic 
genre material. 

“I get on different kicks.” he explains. “I like 
really old horror; when 1 started out I was just 
getting into movies like Carnival of Souls - it 
was just starting to be talked about again. 
Those old, black and white, off-Hollywood hor- 
ror films. Also: pre-code horror comics, EC and 
their competitors, and just the weird feel that 
those things had and that’s never been dupli- 
cated.” 

A talented illustrator whose macabre cartoon 
work has been commissioned for album sleeves 
by a variety of bands, including Chixdiggit, 
Man... or Astroman? and Arizona horror-punks 
Calabrese, Bagley’s hyper-stylized doodles 
have always been as much a part of the pack- 
age (quite literally) as his songs. As proof, A 
Cool Sound Outta We// was released only on red 
vinyl (through the Saved By Vinyl label, appro- 
priately) and it showcases Bagley’s monster art 
not just on the front and back of the album 
cover, but on the inside record sleeve, as well. 
(The package also includes a code to download 
the digital version of the album.) 

“It’s always been very important to the band 
to make sure there’s lot of artwork on the pack- 
ages - the singles and CDs and stuff like that,” 
he says. “The whole idea behind it was to do a 
horror-rock art project; it was kind of like my 
love of old horror imagery, which manifests 
itself in comic books, old movies, ghost trains at 
the fair - a lot of that stuff that influenced me 
when I was a little kid." % 
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PLay Dead 

BRAPHIGS ^ PLAYABUin M SHIVERS 

'RATING IS THREE. GAMES REVIEWED BY ANDREW LEE 


COHDEMNED 2: BLOODSHOT 

PS3, Xbox 360 

Monolith Productions 

When society is faiiing apart and everyone around you 
is turning into a gibbering, tiomicidai maniac, you can 
either fight back or hide inside a whiskey bottle - or. in 
the case of Condemned 2s forensic investigator/super- 
cop Ethan Thomas, do both. 

Picking up shortiy after the end of the originai titie 
(RM#56). the game once again has players lead Ethan 
into the decayed slums of the city to battle vicious 
vagrants and horrific hobos in a completely interactive 
environment. Here anything can become a weapon, and believe me, there's no 
greater feeling than picking up a bowling ball and smashing in some dirt-bag 
drifters head or gashing his gonads with a golf club. 

Players move through eleven different missions, including one where you 
must destroy a batch of nightmarish kamikaze wind-up dolls, in non-stop com- 
bat action that is halted only briefly while you utilize Ethan's impressive forensic 
skills to gather clues to solve the mystery of the madness that has gripped the 
city. Correctly identify the evidence and you may be rewarded with bonus items, 
such as brass knuckles or taser batteries that will help you zap attackers. 

Although it’s sometimes plagued by a clunky combat system and unimpres- 
sive Al, the frenzied multi-player levels with crazy missions (hide severed heads 
in coolers!) more than make up for it. 

In addition, one of the most impressive elements of the first game was its 
incredibly spine-chilling soundtrack, which developers have improved to all new 
bowel-loosening levels. It's one of the most terrifying games of 2008 - adult dia- 
pers not included. 
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PC, PS2, mi 

Playlogic Internattona] 

Sometimes a generic game comes along that 
rides the wave of much better horror games, and 
this sequel to 2004’s lacklustre Obscure (which 
didn’t even warrant a review in this column) Is 
definitely one of ’em. 

Aftermath catches up with the six surviving teen 
slasher stereotypes from the first title, including 
the jock, the geek, the goth girl and the babe, who 
are now attending university. Here they face a 
whole new nightmare in the form of, i shit you not, deadly flowers. 

Gamepiay sees you solving a handful of mindless puzzles and battling 
laughable monsters that look like rejects from Resident Evil while slip- 
ping between reality and a nightmare world plucked right out of the 
Silent Hill series - thanks to some mysterious black flowers that have 
popped up all over the place. Though the new multi-player co-op fea- 
ture is a welcome addition, uitimately it fails to measure up to the titles 
it ripped off. 


^ i SEQeiEM:BU8mUI8i 

I Gravity Interactive 

' The world of MMORPGs (massively multiplay- 
er online role-playing games) has been domi- 
nated by fantasy and «:l-fl titles such as World 
of Warcraft and Star Warn Galaxies, while 
genre fans have been left in the dark. But that 
has ended now that Requiem: Bloodymare hit 
ftie shelves, offering horror fans a mature gaming experience dripping with 
gore and featuring gruesome graphics that look as if ttiey were culled from 
the combined nightmares of Clive Barker and H.R. Giger. 

Players cIkk^ their characters and develop their skills in frenetic melee 
skirmishes and magical combat as they wander through a vast alien world 
polluted with creatures spawned from centuries of genetic and magical 
engineering. Winning battles increases skill levels and earns power-ups diat 
can be used to improve weapons and armour. 

Jua remember, before you let little Billy or Sally tackle this title, it is an 
adult-themed game, which means, oh yes, there will be blood... (and 
boobs). 
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/ f you were a child of the 1980s, one particular television commercial 
/ might have captured your attention. Narrated by the dulcet tones of 
' — Vincent Price, it dared you to enter a world where nothing was as it 

seemed, where “Each volume brings to life so vividly those inhabitants of the other 
world: witches and wizards, ghosts, goblins and avenging knights.” 

Time-Life’s Enchanted World ms a series of 21 beautifully bound books, each 
focussing on a different aspect of mythology. From the ancient Babylonian story of 
Gilgamesh (Legends of Valoi), to Arabic tales of vengeance (Magical Justicdi, to 
Ragnarok itself (Gods and Goddessedi, the series was known for its effective prose 
combined with beautifully rendered art from the likes of John Howe (The Lord of 
the Rlngdj, 16th-century artist Pieter Bruegel (Triumph of Death} and daring 18th- 
century painter Henry Fuseli (The Nightmare), among many others. Far from schol- 
arly treatises, these books were geared towards a general audience, and for many 
it was their first exposure to the world of myth. 

What made the presentation unique was that the books 
were written as taking place in an in situ universe. This was 
an alternate history of the world that was fraught with magic, 
mystery and monsters. Like the 70s television series In 
Search Of that preceded and inspired it, The Enchanted 
World never treated these stories as “stories,” but as a his- 
tory of mankind as told through tales spun since ite very 
beginnings. 

While the darker side showed its hand in volumes such 
1 as Wizards and Witches and Water Creahjres, three books 
in particular turned their focus on the truly horrific. Possibly 
toe most famous installment of the entire series was Ghosts. Common legends of 
banshees and hell-hounds resided alongside the lesser-known spectral Ankou (a 
pale Death-like figure driving a cart of toe dead through France’s Brittany region 
while on its eternal hunt for souls). Mixing likely fictions (Screaming Skulls) with 
true historical evente (The Black Death) this dark material lent Ghos^ a weight few 
other volumes in toe series possessed, and made for chilling late-night reading. 

Night Creatures, the sixth volume in the series, ventured into shadowy expans- 
es populated by vampires, were-beasts and other long-feared denizens of the twi- 
light lands. It differed substantially from Ghosts in that it moved from a Euro-cen- 
trie focus to a global one. Here, Arabic vampires co-mingled with Japanese spider- 



demons, and Chinese fox maidens hunted alongside toe more tra- 
ditional werewolves of Transylvania. Night Creatures more than ably 
demonstrated that many beasts were truly universal monsters. 

As the series neared the end of its run, there was one final jolt, in 
Tales of Terror. By now, Enchanted Worlds popularity was on the 
wane and the overall format had shifted from the continuous in situ 
narrative to more specifically segmented stories. But this particular 
volume contained the most hair-raising tales of the entire run, and 
also marked yet another change in focus for the books. This time the 
series hit close to home, exploring ite target audience’s turf in Norto 
America, confronting it with unearthly cannibals and frozen corpse 
children of Inuit legend, plus an unholy mar- 
riage of mortals and toe dead in the Pacific 
Northwest. Here toe readers were exposed to 
particularly macabre tales, spun to keep toe 
darker sides of human nature at bay. 

The Enchanted World -mXh ite campy Vin- 
cent Price commercials, mass market avail- 
ability and largely fantasy-based content - 
was as an unexpected mainstream gateway 
to horror for readers who received toe series’ 
darker installments. Its postmodern hybrid of 
fantasy and reality, folklore and history also helped pave the way for 
the resurgence in popularity of toe sti'ange, unusual and unex- 
plained. The Enchanted Worlds success resulted in toe publication 
of Time-Life’s immensely popular Mysteries of the Unknown series, 
and its influence can even be traced to recent television shows such 
as Ghost Hunters, A&E’s Paranormal State, TLC’s A Haunting and 
countless internet websites that re-position fiction as fact. The 
Enchanted Worldms a genuine trailblazer when it came to captur- 
ing the public’s appetite for frightening folklore and supernatural 
causes for the unexplained - an “enchanted world, where anytoing 
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An interior iilustration from The Enchanted World: Tales of Terror. 
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Danielle, a beautiful psychology student, is not only haunted by a 
troubled past, but becomes possessed by the sinister soul of a killer. 
In the fight of her life. Danielle will be forced to cope with a past she 
would rather die than face. 
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